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7 HERE is no G 
p by ro ſay any thing in rela- 

don to theſe Plays, which 

ſome time ſince have been 

every way made Public: And con- 
N. , are already plac d in that 
ee of Reputation, (whatever it 
4 their Auditors and Re- 


pon have thought fic to allow 


them. 


This Edition ofii 3 "MA 


6555 is only recommended as 


the leaſt 5 Impreſſion, which 
A*z ; © iow 


* 


Wi 8 oo 


REA RE. 


has yet been Printed; in which, 
Cate has been taken both to Re- 
vile the Preſs, and to Review and 
Cotrect many Paſſages in the Writ- 
Notwithſtanding which Care, 
it muſt be con feſs d, too many 
Errata in both kinds, ſtill remain; 
thoſe of the Preſs, are to be reckoned 
amongſt Things, which no Dili- | 
gence can prevent. Mr. Baye, 
in his Preface to the firſt Edition 
of his Dictionary, ſpeaks of the 
Vexation of ineffectual Superviſing 
the Preſs, in Terms ſo feeling, that 
they move Compaſſion in his Rea- 
der; and concludes the Paragraph 
touching it, in theſe Words, Je 
e Jaublie autant que Je puis, ani- 
c n meminiſſe a 
ES - "a The 


. Das 


P R E 


Bride, in this Edition is reformed 
in its Numbers, and by ſeveral. lit- 
tte Variations and Tranſpoſitions 
in the Expreſſion, intirely caſt in- 
to blank Verſe; in reſpect of 
which Meaſure, it was before, in 
many Places, defective. Some few 
Verſes are alſo, in one or two Pla- 
ces, inſerted or ſubſtituted in the 
Room of others, it is hoped for 
unn | 


Iwill Heel bn. Ace chan 


it is both a Reſpect due to the 


Public, and à Right which e- 
very Man owes to himſelf, to 


endeavour that what he has writ- 
ten, may not appear with any 


Faults, which he is capable of a- 


voiding. This Conſideration alone, 
A 4 = «were 


ys 7 
* 


PREFACE. 


were | ſufficient to have occa- 
fion'd this Edition; but ic has 
been haſten d by another Motive, 
which is, that theſe five Plays 
have lately undergone a ſpurious 
Impreſſion, and have been very 
faultily, as well as very indirectly 
Publiſhed; in Prejudice both to 
the Author, and gre Bookſeller 
who has the Property of the 
Copy. 

In the Third Volame chere is 
an Opera, which has never yet 
appear d; of which there is little 
dio be faid in this Place, bur that 
the Muſic to it is excellently 
ſwell compos' d by Mr. John Eccles. 


The Miſcellaneous Verſes, which 
eonclude this Work, are of ſeveral 


kinds, and vyntten On 
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PREF ACS. 

at diſtant Times; the eatly Date 
of ſome, no doubt, will plainly 
appear, and it is hoped will alſo 
pron their Excuſe. Part of em 
as heretofore been Printed ſingly, 
or diſpers d in Miſcellanies. ? 
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THE 


OLD BATCHELOR. 


A 


COMEDY. 


Duem tulit ad Scenam venteſo gloria Curru, 

Exani mat lentus Spectator; ſedulus inflat. 

Sic leve, fic parvum eft, animum quod laudis auarum 
Subruit, aut reficit - 


Horat. Epiſt. I. Lib. II. 
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To the Right Honourable | - bo 


C HARLESs Lord Clifford, 


. . 


r T is with a great deal of Ples- 
> ſure, that I lay hold on this 
iet Occaſion, which the Ae- 
cents of my Life have given 
me of Writing to your Lordſhip; For 
fince at the fame time, 1 write to AI the 
World, it will be a means of publiſhing 


(what 1 would have every Body know) - 


the Reſpect and Duty , whith 1 ome. 
and 


* 


DEDICATION. 


and pay to you. I have ſo much Incli- 

nation to be yours,. that I need no other 

Engagement: But the particular Ties, by 

which I am bound to your Lordſhip and 
Familyyg have put it out of my Power to 
make you any Compliment ; fince all 
Offers of myſelf, will amount to no 
more than an honeſt | Acknowledgment, 
and only ſhew a FERN in me to be 
grateful. 

I am very near wiſhing, That it were 
Not ſo much my Intereſt to be your Lord- 
mip's Servant, that it might be more my 
Merit; not that I would avoid being 
obliged to you, but I would have my | 
own Choice to run me into the Debt; 

that I might have it to boaſt, I had dif- 
' tinguiſh'd a Man, to whom I would be 
glad to be obliged, even without the 
Hopes of having it in my Fower, ever to 
make him a Return. 

It is impoſſible for me to come near 
Jour Lordſhip, in any kind, and not to 
"receive ſome Favour and while in ap- 


A I am only a. an Acknow- 
ledgement 


=. Kou<- 1 1 1 1 I 


©” Ac £S awe 


DEDICATION: 


ledgement (with the uſual +underhand 
dealing of the World) I am at the ſame 
time inſinuating my on Intereſt. 1 
cannot give your Lordſhip your due, 


| without tacking a Bill of. my own Privi- 
leges. Tis true, if a Man never com- 


mitted a Folly, he D never ſtand in 


need of a Protection: But then Po-wer 


would have nothing to do; and Good-na- 
ture no . Occaſion to ſhew itſelf. ;; and 
where | thoſe Qualities are, *tis pity they 
ſhould want Objects to ſhine upon. 1 
muſt confeſs this is no reaſon, why a Man 


ſhould. do an idle thing, nor indeed any 


good Excuſe for it, when done; yet it 
reconciles the Uſes of ſuch Authority and 
Goodneſs, to the Neceſſities of our Fol- 
lies z and is a fort of Poetical Logic, 
which at this Time I would make uſe 


of, to argue your Lordſhip into a Pro- 
tection of this Play, It is the firſt, Of-. 
fence. I have committed in this kind, or 
indeed, in any kind of N tho not 


the firſt made Public; and, 


5 Hope * the mare : eaſily be 9 
So 
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DEDICATION. 


But had it been Acted, when it was firſt 
written, more might have been faid in 
its behalf; Ignorance of the Town and 


Stage, would then have been Excuſes in 


a young Writer, which now, almoſt four 


Tears Experience, will ſcarce allow of. 


Yet I muſt declare myſelf ſenſible of the 


Good. nature of the Town, in receiving 
this Play kindly, with all its Faults, 


which I muſt own were, for the moſt 
patt, very induſtriouſly cover'd by the 
Care of the Players; for, I think, ſcarce 


© Character but receiv'd all the Advan- 


tage it would admit of, from the Juſt- 
neſs of the Action. 

As for the Critics, my Lord, I have 
nothing to ſay, to, or againſt, any of 
them of any kind ; from thoſe who make 


juſt Exceptions, to thoſe who find Fautkt 
in the wrong place. I will only make 


this general Anſwer in behalf of my Play, 
(en Anſwer, which Epiletus adviſes every 


Man to make for himſelf, to his Cenſu- 


> = vers) viz. That if they who find ſome Faults 
| "nt, batt tis, or tate 


2 7 they 


DEDICATION. | 
they would find a great more. This 
is a Confeſſion, which I needed not to have 
made; but however, I can draw this Uſe 
from it, to my own Advantage, that I think 
there are no Faults in it but what I do know 
which, as I take it, is the firſt * to an 
Amendment. 1 
Thus I may live in hopes (ſome s 4% 
other) of making the Town amends ; but 
you, my Lord, I never can, tho'-I am ever 


Your LORDSHIP'% 
. moſt Obedient, and 


moſt Humble Servant, 


5 


WII I. ConcRave. 
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THEN Virtue in purſuit ef Fame appears, 
And forward ſhoots the Growth beyond the 


I 


18 Tears, | 
We timely court the rifing "Hero's Cauſe: 
Aud on his fide, the Poet wiſely draws ; 


— 4 — him hereafter, by Applauſe. 
The Days will come, when we ſhall all receive 
Returning Intereſt, from what now we give; 
Inſtructed, and ſupported by that Praiſe, © 
And Reputation, which we ftrive to raiſe. 
' Nature /o coy, ſo hardly to be tooo d, 

Flies like a 3 but to be purſu'd. 
O Congreve ! 5 ellow on the Chaſe ; 


She looks behind, wants thy fl reng Embrace : 


She yields, ſbe yields, ſurrenders all her Charms, 
- Do os but force her gently to your Arms ; © 

Such Nerves, ſuch Graces, in your Lines appear, 
At you were made to be her Raviſher. 


Dryden has long extended his Command, 


By Right Divine, _ te through the Muſes Land, 


Abſolute Lord; and holding now from none, 
But great Apollo, his undoubted Crown, 


(That Empire ſettled, and grown old in Powr) 


Can wiſh for nothing, but a Succeſſor - 
Not to enlarge his Limits, but maintain 
Thoſe Provinces, which he alone could gain. 


His 


PIs TY WWE © * 1 


N . e i * 


1:5 


los their Spleen ; you have no Cauſe for Hoary 


To Mr. C ONG REV E. 


His eldeſt Wicherly, in wiſe Retreat, 
Thought it not worth his Quiet to de Great, 
Looſe, wand'ring Etherege, in wild 22 * 0 
And foreign Intrefts to his Hopes long loft 

Poor Lee and Otway dead Congreve 33 
The Darling, and lat Comfort 755 bers Fears 
May ' thou live long in thy great Maſter's n, 
And growing under bim, adorn theſe Iſles : © 

But toben then part of him (be that but vated 
His Body yielding muſt ſubmit to Fate, _ 
Leaving his deathlife 2 orks, and Thee: behind, 
(The natural Succeſſor of his Mind) ® 
Then may'ft thou finiſh what he has begun : 
Heir 2 Merit, bein Fame bis Son. 
What thou haſt done, —— all is in thy Pow'r z © 
And to write better, only muſt write more. 
*Tis /o — y Oe be willing to commend | 


3 ft Praiſe, is, 1 am your Friend. : 


T RO. SOUTHERNE. 


WI 
1 1 *. 


To Mr. ConenrEvs.. 


T Hs Dan ger's great in theſe cenſarious Days, 


When Critics als rife, to venture Praiſe: 
l den the infectiuus and ill. natur d Brad 
Behold, and damn the Work, becauſe tis good ; 
8 with a round, ungenerous Spirit try 
paſs an Araciſm on Poet 
Bus pou my Friend, your Marth dots afely bear 
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'Y To Mr. CONGR EVE. ( 


Like a well-mettled Hawh, you took your Fl 

Quite out of Reach, and a out of Sr vi T 

i= A the ftrong Sun, in a fair Summer's Day, 

"2 Lu riſe, and drive the Mifts and Clouds away, 

1 The and Bats, and all the Birds of Prey. 

1 Zach Line yours, like poliſp d Steel re 4 

| I Beauty ſafe, it wants no other Guard. 

"= Nature her jelfs beholden te your Dre, 

dieb the jill like, much fairer you expreſs. 
Sia vainl ftriving Honour to obtain, 

Wh Leave to their Heirs the 7 raffic of their Brain, 
Nite China under Ground, the ripening Ware, 

in a long time, perhaps grows worth our Dee 

But you now reap the ame, fo well youve ſrun 3 

The Planter taftes his Fruit to Ripeneſs grown. 

' As a fair Orange tree at once is ſeen, 

i Big with what's ripe, yet 5 Hane Hill with green : 

Sor one time, my worthy Friend appears, 

With all the ſap of Youth, and Wig t of Years. 

Accept my pious Love, as ferward Z:al, 

A bich tho it ruin — I can't conceal : 


Erbes d to Cenſure for my weak / 
2 m pleas'd to Ja in /o juſt a 957 
erin 
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it And the my © g may unworthy prove, 
V} Tale, as a Friend, ihe . of my Love. 
il # J. MAxs R. 
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To Mr. CONGREYF, on his Play 
called The Old Batchelor. 


WT. T. bike true Guld, refin'd few all . . 
Immortal is, and never can decay, 1 
"Tis in all Times and Languages the ſame ; 
Nor can an ill Tranſlation quench the Flames , 
For, the the Form and Faſhion den t remain, 
Th' V intrinſic Value flill it will retain. | 


T hen let each ſtudied Scene be writ with Art : 


FY 


ach Cbaracter be juſt, and Nature ſeem 
Without th ent, Wit, tis all 
or that's the Soul, which all the Ma 
ind wake our Pofſions i inte Grief, or 
But you, toe Baunteeus, ſou your Wit ſo thick, 
Me are 3 and know not where to pick : 

nd while with Clapping, we are juſt to you, 
Ourſelves we injure, an hoſe ſomething new. . 
hat mayn't we then, great Youth, of thee ſages 
Vhoſe Art and Wit fo much tranſcend thy Age 


ow wilt thou ſhine as thy Meridian baght F |," 
Vho, at thy Riſing, giv//t ſa vaſt a „* 
2 Dryden 2200 400 the Warld deceive, © 
c 122 5 we 1. as bis Mori belieue ;, „„ 
a ſhalt ſucceed, the Glory of the Stage, _— 
ſdorn a entertarn the coming Age. | e 1 25 
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ö * L 5% fry from the Experience of the Danity 
Hi hard a Task it is to quench her Flame 

And uubo falls ſhort of furniſhing a C ourſe, 

. bis brawny Predeceſſor's Force ; 


Remains convitied, as an empty Drone, 
Wut often, to his Shame, a pert Beginner, 
=. Proves in the End, a miſerable Sinner, 

* * 22 A, for our Hung ſter, I am apt to doubt him - 
1 ib all the Vigeur of his Youth about him 


iS, But be more Sanguine, trufts in one and twenty, | 


| 3 2 And impudently hopes he ſhall content you. 

2 & Fier tbe his Batchelor be worn and cola, 

| + 5 Hethinks the Young may club to help the Old: 
Aud what alone can be atchiev'd by neither, 


» 4 L N breught about by both together. 


1 * 0 L o 8 U E EEE for 
"The OLD eee 


ritten n by the Lord FALKLAND. 


OST Authors on the Stags m firſt appear 
Lake Cote IO, Jl of Doubt and 


kk uu, oo tou 1 


- With ume Ra e from ber Embraces thrown, 8 


hy 


DT 


With broken Sighs, in her old Fumbler's Arms. 


'P'R O L 0G UM": 


The briskeſt of you all have felt Alarms, _ + 
Finding the Fair one proſtitute her Charms 


2 


But for our Spark, he ſwears hell ner be jealuus 
Of any Rivals, but young lufly Fell s. 
Faith let him try his Chance, and if the Slave, 


Aster his Bragging, prove a waſhy Knave,  » 

May he be baniſh'd to ſome lonely Den, | lt, 
And never more have leave to dip his Pen- 
But if he be the Champion he pretends, * * Hg 
Both Sexes ſure will join to be his Friends; \..Y C - 4 


For all agree, where all can have their ends. 
And you muſt own him for a Man of Might, © 


If be hold out to pleaſe you the third Night, 2 
. 


1 


PROLOGUE 


"Y 


E . | — 4 hs Spoken by Mrs. Brucqgirdir. | 


* 


Hon r vu ., "FUE 
al” 2 


Proleguet were ſerious Speeches, before Plays; 
. Grave Things, as Graces are to Feat; 
"Where Poets begg'd a Bleſſing from their Gueſis. 
But now, no more like Suppltants we come; 
| A Play makes War, and Prologue is the Drum : 
Aim d with teen Satire, and with pointed Wit, 5 


We threaten you who do for Judges fit, 

To ſave our Plays, or elſe we'll damn your Pit. 
But for your Comfort it falls out to-day, 
"We've a young Author, and his firſt- born Play; 
So, landing only on his good Bebaviour, 

He's very civil and intreats your Favour. 

Not but the Man has Malice, wou'd he ſhow it, 


+ But on my Conſcience he's a baſhful Poet ; 
You — that flrange——no matter, hell out- 


* grow it. 
3 ll Eu his Advocate by me be prays you, 

bes Can hum whether I Hall. fheak to pleaſe you) 

* | * * * 12 ; 4+ "I E | 
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PROLOGUE. 


He prays ——— O bleſs me! what ſhall J de now ! 
Hang me if I know what he prays, or how ! 

And 'twas the prettieſt Prologue at he wrote it ! 
Well, the deuce take me, if I han't forgot it. 

O Lord, for Heaven's ſake excuſe the Play, 
Becauſe, you know, if it be damn'd to-day, 

1 ſhall be hang'd for wanting what to ſay. 

For my ſake then — but Pm in ſuch Confuſion, 

I cannot ſtay to hear your Reſolution, 


[Runs off, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Hearhevell, a ſurly old Batchelor, pre-) ö 
tending to ſlight Women, ſecretly ( Mr. Betterton. 
in Love with Sytvia, - | 
Bellmcur, in Love with Belinda, Mr. Poavel. 
FVainixve, capricious in his Love; 3 
Love with Araminta, in ur. Williams. 


Sharper * | Mr. J. erbruggen. 
Sir Joſetb Wittoll, Mr. Bowen. 
Captain Bluſe, Mr. Haines. 
Fondlexvife, a Banker, Mr. Doeget. 
Setter, a Pimp, Mr. Underhill. 
Servant to Fondlewwife. 

WOMEN. 


Araminta, in Love with Vainlue, © Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Belinda, her Couſin, an affected Lady, 
in Love with Bellmnour, £ 11 Mre. Moazrfort. 


Letitia, Wife to | Fondlexife, a Mrs. Barry. 
Sylvia, PF ainlove's forſaken Milde, Mrs. Bowman, 
Lac, her Maid, 4 Mrs. Leigh. 


7 
3 


Betty. 
Boy and Footmen. 


. SCENE, LONDON 


THE 


OLD BATCHELOR. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Street. 
Bellmour and Vainlove meeting. 


BELLMOUR. 


; row ; I thought a Contemplative Lover 
could no more have parted with his Bed 
win a Morning, than he could have * 


. in't. 
J. INLOFE. 


Bellmour, good 


2 Sallies are not uſual to me ; but PalineS, as you ſee, 
| B 2 1 Sir 


Abe, and abroad fo early ! Good Mor: 


orrow - -- Why truth on't is, theſe 


79 * 
; af x 


4 The Ord BATCHELOR. 
Sir --- {Showing Letters.) And Buſineſs muſt be follow'd, 


or be 
BEELLMOUR. 
Bufineſs ! --- And ſo muſt Time, my Friend, be cloſe 
purſued, or loſt. Buſineſs is the Rub of Life, perverts our 
Aim, caſts off the Bias, and leaves us wide and ſhort of 
* 
VAINLOPFE. 
Pleaſure, I gueſs you mean. 
BELLMOUR. 
Ay, what elſe has Meaning? 
JV AINLOPYE. 
Oh the Wiſe will tell you ---- 
BELLMOUR. 
More than they believe ---- or underſtand. 


VAINLOFE. 
How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man ſay W he un- 
derſtands ? h 
 BELLMOUR. 


: Ay, ay, Wiſdom's nothing but a pretending to know 
and believe more than we really do. Vou read of but one © 
wiſe Man, and all that he knew was, that he knew no- WF 
thing. Come, come, leave Buſineſs to Idlers, and Wiſ- MW > 
dom to Fools ; they have need of 'em : Wit, be my Fa- yi 

culty ; and Pleaſure, my Occupation ; and let Father Time 

* ſhake his Glaſs. Let low and earthly. Souls grovel till they 
have work'd themſelves fix Foot deep into a Grave ---- p. 
—— aotany Element --— I rell in a bigher Orb, m 


- and dy 
FVAINLOFE. 
In Caſtles i' th Air of thy own building: That's thy WM H 
Element, Ned----Well, as high a Flier as you are, I have 


2 Lure may make you ſtoop. LF @ Laer. L 
BELLMOUR. = 
I marry, Sir, I have a Hawk's Eye at Wert 


— Aid 


R 


The OLD BATCHELOR: [-} 


Hand ---- There's more Elegancy in the falſe Spelling of 
this-Superſcription | Takes up the Letter. ] than in all Cicero 
Let me ſee ---- How now ! "a perfidious Vainloves 


[ Reads. 


VAINL or T. 
Hold, hold, s'liſe that's the wrong. 
BELLMOUR. 
- Nay let's ſee the Name (Sy ) How canſt thou be 


ungrateful to that Creature? She's extremely pretty, and 


loves thee intirely ---- I have heard her breathe ſuch 
Raptures about thee ----- 
VAINLOPYE. 
Ay, or any Body that ſhe's about ----. 
BELLMOUR. 
No faith Frank you wrong her; ſhe has been julbto 


you. 
VAINLOFE. 
Io s pleaſant, a er 
1. 
BELLMOUR. 


| Never - her Affections: *Tis true by Heav's, the 


own'd-it to my Face; and bluſhing like-the Virgin Morn - 


when it-diſclos'd the Cheat, which-that truſty Bawd of 
Nature, Night, had hid, confeſs'd her Soul was true to 
you; tho” I by Treachery had ſtol'n the Bliſs ---- 
VAINLOFE. 

So was true as Turtle ---- in Imagination, Ned, ha? 
Preach-this Doctrine to Husbands, and the married War. 
men will adore thee. 

- RBELLMOUR. - 

Why faith. I think it will do well enough If. the 
Husband be out of the way, for the Wife to ſhew her 
Fondneſs and Impatience of his Abſence, by chooſing” a 
Lover as like him as ſhe can, and what is unlike, ſhe” 
may bein out with her own Fancy. 
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VAINLOPE. | 
But is it not an Abuſe to the Lover to be made a 
Blind of ? 
BELLMOUR. 


As you fay the Abuſe is to the Lover, not the Huſ- 1 
band: For tis an Argument of her great Zeal towards I 6 
him, _ ſhe will enjoy him in Effigy. = A 

)̊ g 

It uf be a very ſuperſtitious Country, where fuch le 
Zeal paſſes for true Devotion. I doubt it will be damn d I' 
by all our Proteſtant Husbands for flat Idolatry ---- But 
if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of your Perſua- 


Hon, this Letter will be needleſs. de 
BELLMOUR. I 

What, the old Banker with the handſom Wife? ha 
VAINLOFE. m 

Ay. BVW 
BELLMOUR. th 


Let me ſee, Lætitia / Oh "iis a delicious Morſel. Dear 

Frank, thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 
FVAINLOFE. 

Ay, am I not? To be continually ſtarting of Hares 
for you to courſe. We were certainly cut out for one Won 
another; for my Temper quits an Amour, juſt where I ſhi 
thine takes it up ——— But read that, it is an Ap- 

intment for me, this Evening; when Fond/cavife will be 
gone out of Town, to meet the Maſter of a Ship, about 
the Return of a Venture which he's in danger of loſing. 


Read, read. 
B EL LMO UR reads.” 

Hum, Hum ---- Out of Town this Evening, and talk: 
of ſending for Mr. Spintext to keep me Company; but TI 
take care he Pall not be at home, Good! * Oh, 
the Sonar one · ey d Parſon ! * 


. * 

* > 4 
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VAINLOFE. | 


| BELLMOUR reads. 

Hum, Hum ----- That your Converſation will be much 
more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his Habit to blind the 
Servants. Very good! Then I muſt be diſguitfed ----- 
With all my Heart ----- It adds a Guſto to an Amour ; 
gives it the greater reſemblance of Theft; and among us 
lewd Mortals, the deeper the Sin the Sweeter. FFank, 
I'm amaz'd at thy Good nature - 

VFAINLOF:£:.:: | | 

Faith I hate Love when 'tis forc'd upon a Man, as _ 
do Wine ---- And this Buſineſs is none of my ſeeking z ' 
I only hapned to be once or twice where Letitia was the 
handſomeſt Woman in Company, ſo conſequently apply4 
myſelf to her ---- And it ſeems ſhe has taken me at my 
Word --»- Had you been. there, or any Body, 'thad been 


the ſame. 
BELLMOUR. | F * 
I wiſh I may ſucceed as the ſame. p 4 
FVAINLOPYE. 
Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuckoldom' be 
once raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil can't lay it, till 


ſhe has done't. 
—  BELLMOUR. 
Pr'ythee, what fort of Fellow is Fondlewift? 75 
19; KA ANEG OFF. HF 2 
A kind of Mongrel Zealot, ſometimes very preciſe ® 
and peeviſh ; but I have ſeen him pleaſant enough in his 
ay: Much addicted to Jealouſy, but more to Fond- 
nels : So that as he is often jealous without a Cauſe, he's s 


Ay. 


* 


Was often ſatisfied without Reaſon. 


BELLMOUR. „ 
A very even Temper, and fit for my Purpoſes 1 
nuſt get your Man Seer to provide mF Diſguiſe, 
* BY & FAI * 5 
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 FAINLOPF EF 

Ay, you may take him for good and all if you will, 

for you have made him fit for nobody elſe . Well 
BEL LMOUR. 


You're going to viſit in return of Sykvia's Letter ---- | 


Poor Rogue ! Any Hour of the Day or Night will ſerve 
her ----- But do you know nothing of a new Rival there? 
. VAINLOFE. 

Yes, Hearteell, that ſurly, old, pretended Woman- 
hater, thinks her Virtuous; that's one Reaſon why I fail 
her: I would have her fret herſelf out of Conceit with 
me, that ſhe may entertain ſome Thoughts of him. I 
know he viſit her ev'ry Day. 

BELLMOUR. 

Yet rails on ſtill, and thinks his Love unknown to us 
a little time will ſwell him ſo, he muſt be forc'd to give 
it birth; and the Diſcovery muſt needs be very pleaſant 
from himſelf; to ſee what Pains he will take, and how 
he will ſtrain to be.deliver'd of a Secret, when he . 
miſcarried of it already. | 

FAINLOFE.. 
Well, good Morrow, lero dine together PH meet at 


the old place. 
BELLMOUR. 
With all my Heart; it lies convenient for us to pay 
our Afternoon Services to our Miſtreſſes. I find I am 
damnably in _ Tm fo uneaſy for not * ſeen 


VAINLOPE. 
Burl law my Haminta, „ 
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BEL LMO uR alme. 


| BE L I: MO)U'R. 

Hy what a Cormorant in Love am I! who, not 
contented with the Slavery of honourable Love in 9 
one Place, and the Pleaſure of enjoy ing ſome half a ſcore 

Miſtreſſes of my own aequiring ; muſt yet take Fainleve' 8. 

Bufineſs upon my Hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon 

his: So am not only forc'd to lie with other Mens Wives 

1 for 'em, but muſt alſo undertake the harder Task of 

5 obliging their Miſtreſfes----I muſt take up, or I ſhall never 

hold out Fleſh and Blood cannot bear it always. 


£3 


*S 
| . 
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SHARPER. | 
M ſorry to ſee this, Ned: ws Man comes to his 
doliloquies I give him for 
B FE L L IG UR. 
Sharper, I'm glad to ſee the. | 
. | 
What, is _ that you are fo ier 
EELELMOUR. 
No, faith, not for that - But there's a Buſineſs of 
Conſequence fall n -— that requires ſome CO 


* 
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SHARPER. 
yd what mighty Buſineſs of . canſt 
thou have? 


BELLMOUR. 

Why you muſt know, tis a piece of Work toward the | 
finiſhing of an Alderman ; it ſeems I muſt put the laſt 
hand to it, and dub him Cuckold, that he may be of equal 
Dignity with the reſt of his Brethren: So I muſt beg 
Belinda's Pardon, ---- 

SHARPER. 

Faith e'en give her over for good-and-all; you can 
have no hopes of getting her for a Miſtreſs ; and ſhe is 
too proud, too inconſtant, too affected, and too * 
and too handſom for a Wiſe. 

BELLMOUR. 

But ſhe can't have too much Money There's 
twelve thouſand Pound, Tom. *Tis true ſhe is exceſ- 
ſively foppiſh and affected, but in my Conſcience I be- 
lieve the Baggage loves me: for ſhe never ſpeaks well of 
me herſelf, nor ſuffers any Body elſe to rail at me. Then, 
as I told you, there's twelve thouſand Pound --- Hum 
Why faith upon ſecond Thoughts, ſhe does not appear 
to be ſo very affeQed neither - Give her her due, I 
think the Woman's a Woman, and that's all. As ſuch 
Im ſure I ſhall like her; for the Devil take me if I 
don't love all the Sex. 

SHARPER. 

And here comes one who ſwears as heartily he hates 

all the + - | 
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„ 
(To them] HE ARTWEL LL 


* 
| BELLMOUR. | 
HO, Heartwell! Ay, but he knows better things 
--- How now, George, where haſt thou been ſnarling 
odious Truths, and entertaining Company, like a Phyf- 
cian, with Diſcourſe of their Diſeaſes and Infirmities ? 
What fine Lady haſt thou been putting out of Conceit 
with herſelf, and perſuading that the Face ſhe had been 
making all the Morning, was none of her own ? for I 
know thou art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a 
Woman, as a Looking-Glaſs after the Small-Pox. 
HE 7 RESELL. | 

I confeſs I have not been ſneering fulſome Lyes ha 
nauſeous Flattery, fawning upon a little tawdry Whore, 
that will fawn gpon me again, and entertain any Puppy 
that comes, like a Tumbler, with the ſame Tricks over 
and over; for ſuch I gueſs may have been your late Em- 
ployment. & 

BELEMOUR.. 

Would thou hadſt come a little ſooner, Vainleue would” 
have wrought thy Convention, and been a Champion for 
the Cauſe. 


HEARTWELLT. 1 

What, has he been here? that's one of Love's April. © 
Fools, is alwaysgpon ſome Errand that's to no purpoſe, 
ever 1 in Adventures, yet never comes to Har- 


bour. * * 
SHARPER. * 
Tun. 5 weer. * ſets out in Weather, bre. | 


6 
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to buffet with the Winds, meet the Tide, and ſail in the 
Teeth of Oppoſition. 

HEARTWELL. 


What, has he not dropt Anchor at Araminta? 
BELLMOUR. 

Truth on't is ſhe fits his Temper beſt, is a kind of a 
floating Iſland ; ſometimes ſeems in reach, then vaniſhes,” 


and keeps him buſied in the ſearch. 
SHARPER. 


She had need have a good Share of Senſe to manage 

ſo capricious a Lover. 
BELLMOUR. 

Faith I don't know, he's of a Temper the moſt ealy 
to himſelf in the World ; he takes as much always of 
an Amour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows 
ſtale and unpleaſant. _ 
SHARPER. 

An Argument of very little Paſſion, very good Under- 
ſtanding, and very ill Nature. 

HEARTWELL. 
And proves that Vainleve plays the Fool with Diſcre- 


tion. 
4 SHARPER. 
| You Bellnour are bound in Gratitude to tickle for 
him; you with Pleaſure reap that Fruit, which he takes 
pains to ſow : e ee ee 
ſtamp your Image on the Gold. 
B ELLMO UX. 
HNlie's of another Opinion, and ſays I do the Drudgery 
in the Mine. Well, we have each our Share of Sport, 


and each that which he likes beſt; n 


Set, i mine to cover the Partridge. 
HEARTWELKÞ 


And it ould be mine to let em go g 


” f 


* 
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SHARPER. 


Not, till you had Mouth'd a little, George, I think 


that's all thou art fit for now. 
HEAR TWELDL. 


Good Mr. Young; Fellow, you're miſtaken ; as able ay 
yourſelf, and as nimble too, tho” I may*nt have ſo much 
Mercury in my Limbs; tis true indeed, I don't force Ap- 
petite, but wait the natural Call of my Luſt, and think 
it time enough to be lewd, after I have had the Temp- 


tation, 


| BELL MOU R: __-- 
Time enough ? ay, too ſoon, 1 ſhould rather have ex- 
pected, from a Perſon of your Gravity, 1 


HEARTWELL. 

Yet it is oftentimes too late with ſome of you young, 
termagant flaſhy Sinners----you have all-the Guilt of the 
Intention, and none of the Pleaſure of the Practice 
"tis true you are ſo eager in purſuit” of the Temptation, 
that you ſave the Devil the trouble of leading you into it: 
Nor is it out of Diſcretion, that you.don't ſwallow that 
very Hook. yourſelves. have baited, but you are cloy'd 
with the Preparative, and what you mean for- a Whet, 
turns the Edge of your puny Stomachs. Your Love *% 
like your Courage, which you ſhew for. the firſt Year or 
two upon all Occaſions ; till in a little time, being diſ- 


abled or diſarmed, you abate of your Vigour ; and-thaf® . 


daring Blade which was ſo. often drawn, is bound to the 
Peace for ever aker. 

BELLMOUR. „ 

Thou art an old Fornicator of a ſingular good Principle 

indeed ! and art forrencouraging Youth, that * 


be as wicked as thou art at thy Vears. 
HEARTWELL. | 


I am for having every body. „ 


be; « Whoremaſter Bea Whoremaſtr; and not like as. 
* 5 | * Y 


— 
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love, kiſs a Lap-Dog with Paſſion, when it would diſguſt 
him from the Lady's own Lips. 

 8SELLMOUR. 
That only happens ſometimes, where the Dog has the 
ſweeter Breath, from the more cleanly conveyance. But 

George, you muſt not quarrel with little Galantries of this 
nature: Women are often won by 'em. Who would re- 
fuſe to kiſs a Lap-Dog, if it were preliminary to the Lips 

of his Lady ? 
| 8 4 RPER. 

Or omit playing with her Fan, and cooling her if ſhe 

were hot, when it might intitle him to the Office of warm- 

ing her when ſhe ſhould be cold ? 
 BELLMOUR. 

What is it to read a Play ina rainy Day ? Though you 
ſhould be now and then interrupted i in a witty Scene, and 
ſhe perhaps preſerve her Laughter, till the Jeit were over; 
even that may be borne with, conſidering the reward in 


Proſpect. 
HEARTWELL. 
I confeſs you that are Womens Aſſes bear greater Bur- 
dens: Are forced to undergo Dreſſing, Dancing, Singing, 
Sighing, Whining, Rhyming, Flattering, Lying, Grin- 
ning, Cringing, and the Drudgery of Loving to boot. 
BELLMOUR. 

O Brute, the Drudgery of Loving! 

, HEARTWELL. 

" Ay, why to come to Love through all theſe Incum- 
brances, is like coming to an Eſtate over-charg'd with 
Debts 3 which by the time yon have pay'd yields no for- 
ther Profit than what the bare tillage and manuring of the 
Land will produce at the Expence of y6ur-own Sweat. 

| BELLMOUR.. 0. 8 
a * bow doſt thou love ? 4 * 
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the Hatred of all the great Families in Town. 
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SHARPER. 
He! he hates the Sex. | 
HEARTWELL. 
So I hate Phyſic too _—— yet I may love to take it for 


my Health. 
BELLMOUR. 
Well come off, George, if at any time you bo be 
taken ſtraying. 


e 
He has need of ſuch an Excuſe, confidering * 
ſtate of his Body. 
HEARTWELL. 
How d'ye mean? * 
SHARPER. 


Why, if whoring be purging (as you call it) then, I 
may ſay, Marriage is entering into a Courſe of Fhy- 


ſic, 
- BELLMOUR. * 
How, George, does the Wind blow there? 
HEARTFIFELL.. 
It will as ſoon blow North and by Seuth--Marry, quoth: ! 
J hope in Heaven I have a greater Portion of Grace, and 


I think I have baited too many of thoſe Iv to be 


caught in one myſelf. 
BELLMOUR, 
Who the Devil would have thee ? unleſs *twere an 
Oiſter-Woman, to propagate young Fry for Billingſgate= 
thy Talent will never recommend thee to any thing of 
better Quality, 
HEARTWELL. 
My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking Tru which I 
don't expect ſhowlld ever recommend me to People of Qua- 
lity — I thank Heav'l, I have very honeſtly purchas'd- 


F 
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in 
Aud you in return of Spleen hate them: But could yau 


an to be receiv'd.into-the Alliance af a noble Family--- 


HEARTWELLI, 

No, I hope I ſhall never merit that A ffliction g to 

be puniſh'd with a Wife of. Birch · be. a Stag of the firſt 

Head, and bear my. Horns aloft, like one of — 68 

of mx Wife's Coat. *Sdeath I would not be a Cuckold to 
cer an illuſtrious Whore in. England. 

BELL Mo N 
What, not to make your Family, Man! and provide 


for your Children ? 
SHARPER. 


For her Children, you. mean. 
HEARTWELL. 


Ay there you have nick'd it---there's the Devil upon 
Devil--O the Pride and Joy of Heart *twou'd be to wy 
to have my Son and Heir reſemble,ſuch a Duke. 
have a fleering Coxcomb ſcoff and cry, Mr. yaur Son's 
mighty like his Grace, has juſt his Smile and Airof's Face. 
Then. replies apother---methinks be has, more of the 
Marquis of ſuch a Place, about his Noſe and Eyes; though 
he has my Lord what-d' ye · calls Mouth ta a tittle 
Then, I, to put it 2 unconcern d, come chuck the 
Infant under the Chin, force a Smile, and cry, Ay, the 
Boy takes aſter his Mother's Relations when the Devil 


. ix a liade Compound of the whole Body 
"lh BELLMOUR, SHARPER, 


Ha, ha, ha! 8 
BELLMOUR. 


. 11 . 77 2 * ſtion go aſk you 
ecleg a wth I hope * 7; 
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_ are in no haſte for an Anſwer---for I fn feen now. 
[ Looking on bis Watch... 


. BELLMOUR. 
Nay pr'ythee George----- 
* HEARTWELL. 
No, beſides my Buſineſs, „ Hb 
Adieu. - 


CARIES HITS] 
n 8 S * | 


SHARPER, BELLMOUR, 


BELLMOUR. | 
H A T does he mean ? Oh, ui Sir Toſeph Wittel 
with his Friend ; but I ſee he has turn'd the Corner, 


and another Way 
EE! SHARPER. 


What in the Name of Wonder is it ? 
r ne 1p 
Why, a Fool. 


| SHARPER. 

"Tis a tawdry Oedt. 

| "BELLMOUR. OD. 

A Lining -—xet he may be worth. 
your Acquaintance---a little of thy Chymiſtry, Tom, . * ; 
extract Gold from that Dirt. LOS 

- SHARPER. * 

Say you ſs > Yaith E amiav poer u nid apd 
would be as induſtrious. But what was he that follow, d 
him ? 7 "2 


pins ? 
EL MOUR. 
Hang him, no, he a Dragon! if he be, tis a very ©. 


c * 


WS 


. 
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he ſeem to rouſe, 'tis but well laſhing him, and he wall 
deep like a Top. 
4 SHARPER.” | 
* Ay, is he of that Kidney ? | | 
|  BRELLMOUR. | ae” 
4 Vet is ador'd by that Biggot Sir Fo/epb Nittoll, as the 
| Image of Valour ? He calls him his Back, and indeed they 
are never aſunder— yet laſt Night, I know not by what an 
Miſchance, the Knight was alone, and had fallen into the 
Hands of ſome Night-walkers, who I ſuppoſe would have 
pillaged him: But I chanc'd to come by, and reſcued him: 
though I believe he was heartily frightned, for as ſoon 
"as ever he was looſe, he ran away without ſtaying to ſee 
wh had help'd him. ä 
SHARPER. 
Is that Bully of his in the Army? 
BELLMOUR. 
No, but is a Pretender, and wears the Habit of a Sol- 
dier; which now-a-days as often clokes Cowardiſe, as 

a black Gown does Atheiſm---You muſt know he has 

been abroad-----went purely to run away from a Cam- 

| paign ; enrich d himſelf with the Plunder of a few Oaths 

il ----and here vents em againſt the General, who flight- 

ing Men of Merit, and preferring only thoſe of Intereſt, 
as made him quit the Service, 

"SHARPER. 
© herein no doubt he magnifies his own Performance. 
BELLMOUR.” 

. Miracles, is the Drum to his own Praiſe---- 
the only im t of a Soldier he reſembles, like that, 
being full of bluftring Noiſe and Emptineſs.---- 

A SHARPER. 4 

3 And like that, of no uſe but to be beaten. 

W ... BELLMOUR. * 

i * Right ; but, then, the Compariſon, breaks, far he will- 


| take a drubbing with as little Noiſe as a Pulpic Cuſhion. 
4 i SHA R- 
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SHARPER. 
His Name, and I have done? 
E  BELLMOUR. 
Why that, to paſs it current too, he has ** with 
a Title; he is call'd, Captain B/ufe. 
SHARPER. 
well, I'll endeavour his 3 — ſteer 
another Courle, are bound 4 


2 
Ss * 
2 


For Loves fair Iſle; I, for the golden Coaſt. - oof 
May each Pe” in * he aui * moſt. 1 


End of the Firſt At. 


* 
ak! 
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A O T II. S C E N E I. 
Sir Joſeph A, Sharper following. 


SHARPER. 
MESS URE that's he, and alone. 

Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 
 Unm----ay this, this is the very damn'd 
Place; the inhuman Canibals, the bloody- ? 
minded Villains would have butcher'd me 

laſt Night : No doubt, they would have 
flea'd me alive, have ſold my Skin, and devour'd, &c. 
, SHARPER. . 
How s this? 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
And it hadn't been for a civil Gentleman as came by 
and frightened em away but agad I durſt not ſtay 


to give him thanks. 
SHARPER. 
This muſt be Bel/mour he means ba! I have 
3 Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


Zooks, would the Captain would come ; the very Re- 

. membrance makes me quake; agad I ſhall never be re- 
thackied to this Place heartily y. | 
SHARPER. | 

Tui but trying, and being where I am at worſt, Now 


1 curs d Fortune; this muſt be the Place, this 
Sir 


dun! uolugky Place 


. 


2 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Agad and fo 'tis-----why here 20 been more Miſ- 
chief done, I perceive. 
SHARPER. = 
No, tis gone, tis loſt ten thouſand Devils on 
that Chance which drew me hither 3 ay here, juſt here, 
this Spot to me is Hell; nothing to bat nd but the De- 
ſpair of what Pve loſt. [ Looking about as in Search, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Poor Gentleman----by the Lord Horry Pl tay” no 
longer, for I've found too — 
SHARPER. 
Ha ! who's that has found ? ne, found? 


reſtore it quickly, or by---- 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Not I, Sir, not I, as I've a Soul to be ſav'd, I have 
found nothing but what has been to my loſs, as I may 
ſay, and as er ſay ing, Sir. 

= SHARPER. 

O your Servant, Sir, you are ſafe then it ſeems ; tis 
an ill Wind that blows no body good: Well, you may 
rejoice over my ill Fortune, fince it paid the Price of your 
Ranſom. 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

I rejoice ! agad not I, Sir: Pm very ſo:ry for your 
Loſs, with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sir, and if 
* did but know me, you d ne er ſay I were ſo ill- natur d. 

SHARPER. 


Know you! why can you be ſo ga. to forget 


me 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL 
O Lord! forget him! No, no, Sir, I don't forget _ 
—becauſe I never ſaw your Face before, agad. Ha, 3 
SHARPER, "4 


How! : ha. gr * 
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oon WITTOLL, 
Stay, ſtay Sir, let me recolle&---he's a damn'd ang 

Fellow---I believe I had better remember him, *cill I can 

get out of his Sight; but out o'fight out o'mind agad. 


| [ fide, 
* . SHARPER. 
Methought the Service I did you laſt Night, Sir, in 
eſerving you from thoſe Ruffians, might have taken 
ttter Root in your ſhallow Memory. 
LE ang Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
” Gad's-Daggers-Belts-Blades and Scabbards, this is the 
very Gentleman! How ſhall I make him a Return ſuica. 
ble to the greatneſs of his Merit---I had a pretty thing 
to that purpoſe, if he han't frighted it out of my Me- 
mory. Hem! hem! Sir, I moſt ſubmiſſively implore 
your Pardon for my Tranſgreſſion of Ingratitude and 
Omiſſion; having my intire Dependence, Sir, upon the Su- 
perfluity of your Goodneſs, which, like an Inundation 
will, 1 hope, totally immerge the recolleion of my Er- 
ror, and leave me floating in your Sight, upon the full 
| blown Bladders of Repentance---by the help of which, I 
1 ſhall once more hope to ſwim into your Favour. [ Boas. 
| SHARPER. 
So-h, O Sir I am eaſily pacify'd, the Acknowledge- 
ment of a entleman 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLTI. | 
. Acknowledgement! Sir I am all over Acknowledgement, i 
and will not ſtick to ſhew it in the greateſt Extremity, 
by Night, or by Day, in Sickneſs, or in Health, Winter, 
or Summer, all Seaſons and Occaſions ſhall teſtify the 
Reality and Gratitude of your ſuper-abundant humble 
Servant Sir Jeſpb Wittoll Knight. Hem! hem! 
SHARPER, 4 


"Me Sir Joſeph" Wittoll ? 


*., 


— 5 1 
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[ * n 
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agad. 
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taken 


s is the 
1 ſuita. 
thing 
y Me- 
mplore 
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the Su- 
dation 
ay Er- 
he full 
ch, I 
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23 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 
The ſame Sir, of Vittoll. Hall in Comitatu Bucks. 
SHARPER. 


Is it poſſible! Then, I am happy, to have oblig'd the 


Mirrour of Knighthood and Pink of Courteſy in the Age; 
let me embrace you. F 


Sir FOSEPH WITH. « 
O Lord, Sir! 
SHARPER. 
My loſs, I eſteem as a Trifle repay'd with Intereſt, fin 
it has purchas d me the Friendſhip and Acquaintatice 2 


8 the Perſon in the World, whoſe Character I admire, 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

You are only pleas d to ſay ſd, But prayaf I may be 

ſo bold, what is that Loſs you mention? 
SHARPER. 

O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the Scuffle, laſt Night, 
I only dropt a Bill of a hundred Pound, which I confels, I 
came half deſpairing to recover ; but thanks to my bet- 
ter Fortune 

| Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

You have found it Sir then it ſeems, I profeſs I'm 
heartily glad —= _ 

7 SHARPER. 

Sir your humble Servant - I don't queſtion but you 
are ; that you have ſocheap an Opportunity of expreſſing 
your Gratitude and Generoſity. Since the paying ſo 
trivial a Sum, will wholly acquit you and doubly engage 


me. 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
What a dickens does he mean by a trivial Sum ? [46a] 
But han't you found it, Sir ! | 
SHARPER. | 
No otherwiſe I vow to Gad but in my Hopes in you, 


3 * . 
. Re q 
8 a 
of 


Sir. 


Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 


Humh. 
SHARPER. | 
But that's ſufficient----"Twere Injuſtice to doubt the 


Honour of Sir Fo/eph Wirtell. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


Q Lord, Sir. 

SHARPER. 

You are above (Tm ſure) a Thought ſo low, to ſuffer 
me to loſe what was ventur'd in your Service; nay | *twas 
in a Manner---paid down for your Deliverance ; twas 
ſo much lent you----And you ſcorn, I'll ſay that for 


OU —— 
L Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Nay I'll ſay that for myſelf (with your leave, Sir,) I 
do ſcorn a dirty Thing. But agad I'm a little out of 


Packet at preſent. 
SHARPER, 


Pſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound. Your Word 

is ſufficient any where: Tis but borrowing ſo much Dirt, 
you have large Acres and can ſoon repay it-.- Money is 
but Dirt, Sir Joſepb Meer Dirt. 

| Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

But I profeſs, tis a Dirt I have waſhed my Hands of 

at preſent : I have laid it all out upon my Back. 
SHARPER. 
Are you ſo extravagant in Cloaths, Sir Foſeph ? 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt I profe(s, ha, ha, ha, a very 
good Jeſt, and I did not know that I had ſaid it, and that's 
'a better Jeit than Cother. *Tis a ſign you and I han't 
been long — you have Joſt a good Jelt for want 
of knowing me---I only mean a Friend of mine whom 
Jello: he ſticks as cloſe to me, and follows me 
, through all Dangers =— he is indeed Back, ene" 


* . 


the 


ee s great and like yourſelf, 


The Ord BATCHELOR 25 
Headpiece as it were to me----agad he's a brave Fellow--- 1 
Paugh, I am quite another thing, when I am with him 


I don't fear the Devil (bleſs us) almoſt if he be by. Ah 
+had he been with me laſt Night.-- | 


R 

If he had, Sir, what then? he could have . no 
more, nor perhaps have ſaffer d ſo much -had he à hun- 
dred Pound to loſe ? LAxrih. 

Sir 708 EH WITTO LL. 1 

O Lord, Sir, by no means {but I might have fav'd'a 
hundred Pound) I meant innocently, as I hope to be fav d, 
Sir, (a damn'd hot Fellow) only as I was ſaying, I let 
him have all my ready Money to redeem his great Sword 


| from Limbo But, Sir, I have a Letter of Credit to 


Alderman Fendlewife, as far as two hundred Pound, and 
this Afternoon you ſhall ſee I am a Perſon, ſuch a one as 
you would wiſh to bave met with--- | 
SHARPER. 2227 
That you are, I' be ſworn. Lua. 


ee 


"GC E * E 
A them] Captain Brurrz. 


SIM FOSEPH. WITTOBL.. 

Cs „ 
my Bully, my Back; agad * ber — * 
apit pat for thee.” £ 

28 -BLUFFE. 


How ens y 7e n Not e dojo? 
. 1 


26 The OLD BATCHELOR: 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL 
ins. 1 . Ie fince I had like to have 

'd: of a Fright-—-But--.- 

BLUFSE. 

But ? Look you here- Boy, here's your Antidote, bere's 
your ſeſuit's Powder, for . a ſhaking Fit ut who haſt 
thou. got with thee, is he of Mettle ! 
ing his Hand upon his Seord, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

A, Bully, adeviliſh mart Fellow: 'a will — 


= a BLUFFE. | 
Say you. ſo ? then I honour him But has he been a- 
Rm 2 for every Cock will fight upon his own 3 
Sir FOSEPHWITTOLL. 
. don't know but I'll preſent you 
i 
I'll recommend myſelf Sir, I honour you; I under- 
and you love fighting, I reverence a * 
. bghcing.. Sir, I kiſs: your Hilts. 6 25 
SHARPER. 
Sir your Servant, but you are miſinformed, for. un- 
leſs it be to ſerve my particular Friend, a Sir 7o/eph 
here, my Country, or my Religion, or in ſome very 


juſtifiable Cauſe, I'm not for it. *'S 
BLUFFE. 0 
O Lord 1 Pardon Sir, I find you are not of my 


Palate, you can't reliſh a Nag Fighting without fweet 
Sauce. Now I think fig for hg fake ö ſuffi- 


. ebe freaked 
Sir O SEH WITTOLL _ + 
Ah, well ſaid my Here ; was not chat great, Sir? by 
the Lord Harry he ſays trus; fighting, is Meat, Drink, 
_ and-Clothaothim. But Back, this alen ds ens of the 
beſt Friends T have in the World, and ſaved my Life laſt 
Night Nou know I id you. BLUFFE. 
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| BLUFFE. 

e * ! Then I honour him again · Sir may 1 crave 1 
your Name? 

F SHARPER. 

. Ay, Sir, my Name's Sharper, ; 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL | 
Pray Mr. Sharper embrace my Back ---- very well 
| by the Lord Harry, Mr. — he's rn 
as Cannibal, are not you Bully- Back 

AT. 
Hannibal I believe you mean, Sir 
BLUFFE, Tu" 
N Undoubtedly he did Sir ; faith Hannibal was à very ; 
ö pretty Fellow -- but Sir Jeſepb, Compariſons are odious-- 

Hannibal wis a very pretty Fellow in thoſe Days, it 

muſt be granted---but alas Sir! were he alive now, he 
would be nothing, nothing in the Earth. 

SHARPER. 


. * 


© Þ.- 
4 


How Sit f makes a — 1s Dop 
greater General breathing. "i 
BLUFFE. + 
con escaſe me, Sir; have you ſerv'd abroad, Sir?) 
| 8 HARPER. 9 
| Not I 2 Sir. = i 
BLUFFE. na 


Oh, I thought ſo---Why' then you can kriow noting, © | © 
Sir: I am 7 kh HE ; 
late War in Flanders, with all its Particulars. 

- 5 HARPI E. | 
A“ chan public Letters, or Ganettes 


e in now---Why, i 
not three Words of Truth the Year put int 
W w thing now as to than | 


= You 
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1 You muſt know, Sir, I was reſident in Flanders the laſt 
a „ 1 Campaign, bad a ſmall Poſt there ; but no matter for 
4 that----Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any thing of mo- 
ment done but an humble Servant of yours, that ſhall be 
nameleſs, was an Eye-witneſs of .I won't ſay had the 
greateſt ſhare in t. Tho" I might ſay that too, ſince I 
name no Body you know----Well, Mr. Sharper, would 
vou think it ? In all this time----as I hope for a Trun- 
— this raſcally Gazette-writer never ſo much as once 
mention d me- Not once, by the Wars----Took no 
more notice, than as if Not Blaffe had not been in the 


a Land of the Living. 

UV | - SHARPER. 

* Strange 1 nt 

a Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 
! vet by the Lord Harry tis true Mr. Sharper, for I went 
0 every Day to Coffee houſes to read the Gazerte myſelf. 
4 B LUFEFE. aw 

b . Ay. ay, no matter -Von ſee, Mr. Sharper, after all 
Is am content to retire---Live a private Perſon---Scipro and 
4 5 SHARPER. n | 
# l Rogue. [ Hide. 


8 Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours -Agad if he would 
r 7" Pandh ter 
* a; BD VSB 7 15 
Oh fy, no Sir Fo/eph --You know I hate this. 
I Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
A Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a how you eat Fire 
WW once out of the Mouth of a Cannon---agad he did ; thoſe 
* impenetrable Whiskers of his * coulromed * 
BLUFFE | 


| Dont, wr do you wean, e 2 


Sir 


Þ . 
* * 
a # 
Aa Y 


> 


_ 
* 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Look you now, 1 tell you he's ſo modeſt he'll own no- 


thing, 
BLUFFE. 
Piſh, you have put me ont, I have forgot what I was 
about. Pray hold your Tongue, and give me leave. 


Sir 70 ET WITTO LT. 
I am dumb. © 
BLUFFE. 1 
This Sword I think I was telling yon of, Mr. Sharper 
This Sword I'll maintain to be the beſt Divine: Ana- 
tomiſt, Lawyer or Caſuiſt in Europe ; it ſhall decide a 
Controverſy, or ſplit a Cauſe ---- 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. | 
Nay, now I muſt ſpeak; it will ſplit a Hair, by the 
Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. 
BLUFFE. 
Zougds, Sir, it's a Lye, you have not ſeen it, nor bag 


* 


ſee it; Sir, I ſay you can't fee; what d' ye wy to =y. "Wy. 


now? - 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 


'I am blind. EI 
| BLUE. 
Death, had any otber Man interrupted me -== 
1» Sr fFOSEPH WITTOLL. ' 
Good Mr. Sharper ſpealc/to him ; I dare not look that 


SHARPER. 
Captain, Sir Jen s penitent. 
B LUF FE. 


OI am n Sir, calm as a diſcharged o 
But twas indiſcreet, when you know what will provoke 
me ---- Nay, come e Teſeph, you 8 wy" Heat” $ 


C 3 : | Sir 


— - 
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Sir FOSEPHIFUITITOL L. 
Well I am a Fool ſometimes . But I am ſorry. 
BLUFFE. | 
Enough. 


Sir OSEFPH one. 
Come, we" go take #. {9nh. 20 grown Avimoſitie. 


Mr. 8herper, will you partake ? 
SHARPER. 


I wait on 3 Sir; _ pray Captain — Vos are Sir 
Jens Ba 


8 c E N m. 


Ae, BI, B y wailingin Au- 


" _ MINTA's Apartment. 
BELINDA. 


HI Nay Dear----pr'ythee good, dear fyeet Couſin 
no more, oh Gad, I ſwear you'd make one fick to 


12 you. 

ARAMINTA. | 
_ Bleſs me! what haye I ſaid to move you thus? 
* BELINDA. 

Oh you Jave raved, talked idly, and all in 88 

er of that filthy, aukward, two-legg'd Creature, Man 
-—- you don't know what you've ſaid, your Fever has 
tranſported you, 
ARAMINTA. 

If Love be the Fever which you mean, hind Heav'n 
avert the Cure: Let we have Oil to feed that Flame, and 
never let it be extinct, till I myſelf am Aſhes 

 BELINDA 


There was a me Gad I hate your hands 
3 Fancy--- 


* 
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Fancy - This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in Love 
is to be poſſeſs d- Tis in the Head, the Heart, the Blood, 
the All E 
lothe the ſight of Mankind for your fake. | 

ARAMINTA. | 

Fy, this is groſs AﬀeQtatian»--A little of Bellmour's 
Company would change the Scene. 

BELIND A. 

Sir Filthy Fellow ! I wonder, Coufin--- 
I 

I wonder, Coufin, you ſhould imagine I don't per- 

ecive you love him. | | 


* 
BELIND A. 
Oh [ love your hideous Fancy ! Ha, ha, ha, love a Man! 
ARAMINT A. 
Love a Man! yes, you would not love a Beaft. 
BELIND A. > 
Of all Beaſts not an Aſs---Which is ſo like your Vain- | 
love---Lard I have ſeen an Aſs look ſo Chagrin, Ha, ha, 
ha, (you muſt pardon me I can't help les bing) that 85 
abſolute Lover would have concluded the poor Creature to 
have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all that in 
his Breaſt. Araminta, come Pl talk ſeriouſly to you now ; 
could you but ſee with my Eyes, the buffoonery of one 
Scene of Addreſs ; a Lover, ſet out with all his Equipage . 
- and Appurtenances; O Gad! ſure you would--But you 
n play the Game, and conſequently can't ſee the Miſcar- 
& riages obvious to every Stander-· by. 
AR AMIN TA. 
Ves, yes, I can ſee ſomething near it when you and 
. Bellmour meet. You don't know that you dreamt of Bell. 
mour laſt Night, and call'd him aloud in your Sleep. 
BEELINDAES. 
| Piſh, I can't help dreaming of the Devil ſometimes 3 
1 woul d you from thence infer I love him? | 
- C 4 4R A. 
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Sol, I am afraid you'll follow evil Courſes. 
, ha, ha, this is pleaſant, 


: You may laugh, but --- - 
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ARAMINT A. 
But that's not all ; you caught me in your Arms when 
you named him, and preſs'd me to your Boſom---Sure 
if I had not pinch'd you till you wak'd you had ſtifled 


me with Kiſſes. 
| 'BELIND A.. 
O barbarous Aſperſion 


AR AMINT A. 
No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone---Nay I can 
tell you more. | 


2 : BELIND A. 
I deny it all. e 
 _ARAMINT A. ec 
| What before you hear it? 
BELIND A. 


My Denial is premeditated like your Malice---Lard, 
Couſin, you talk odly--- Whatever the Matter is, O my 


AR AMINT A. 
BELIND A. 
ARAMINTA. 


| Vos think the malicious e 
The Devil take Bellmour Why do you tell me of him? 
Mr 
Oh is it come out now you are angry, I am ſure you 


love him. I tell nobody elſe, Couſin----I have not be- 


Ha, ha, ha. 


BLIND. F 
Pr ythee tell it all the World, it's falſe. 
| AR AMINTA. 
Cone then, nen 


B E- 
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BELINDA. 


ARAMINT 4. 
Pry'thee don't be ſo peeviſh. 

BELINDA. 
Pr'ythee don't be ſo impertinent. Betty. 
ALRAMINT A. 


Ha, ba, ha, 
| BETTY. 


Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam ? 
BELINDA. 
Get my Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Footman 


call a Chair. 


AR AMINT 4. 
I hope you are not going out 1 Couſin, 


En . 
| [fo them] Fooruan, 


FOOTMAN. 
Mn, there are 
BELIND A. 
Is there a Chair? 
„ + 
No, Madam, there are Mr. Bel/mour and Mr. 2 
hue to wait upon your Ladyſhip. 
ARAMINT A. 
Are they below ? | 
FOOTMAN. 
No, Madam, they ſent before, to know If eating 


at home. 
C 5 | 29 F- 
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B ELIN D A. 


The Viſit's to you, Coufin, I ſuppoſe I am at my 


8 
AR AM I NT 4A, 
Be dy to ſhew em up. 


s S NB: 
[To them] BTT Y with Hoods and Laoking-Glafs. 


1 Can't tell Couſin, I believe we re equally ooncern'd: 
But if you continue your Hen. it won't be very 


ain be i to ſtay. 


8 | 1 22 
BELIND 4. 
I ſhall oblige you, in leaving you to the fall and free 
"Enjoyment of that Converſation you admire g Let me 
ſee ; hold, I look wretchedly to-day ! 
ARAMINIT 4. 


Betty, why don't you help my Couſin ? 
{Putting on her Hoods, 


BELIND A. 
Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a Chair with 
a high Roof, or a very low Seat---Stay, come back here 
you Mrs. Fidget---you are ſo ready to go to the Foot- 
man.—Here take em all again, my Mind's chang * 1 
won't go. | 


entertaining --- (I know ſhe'd 


SCENE 


* 
N 
Ne 

JS 


- The OLD en ” 
t my 89 


SCENE VI. 


Aa BE LINDA. 


ARAMINTA. 


O, this I expected Vou won't oblige me then, Cou- 
ſin, and let me have all the Company to myſelf? 
BELINDA. 

No; upon Deliberation, I have too much Charity to 
truſt you to yourſelf, The Devil watches all Opportu- 
nities ; and in this favourable Diſpoſition of your Mind, 
Heav'n knows how far you may be tempted : I am ten- 
der of "FORE Reputation. 

ARAMINTA. * 
I am oblig'd to you----but who's malicious now, Be- 
ee Anda? 
” BELINDA. 
Not I; witneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of pure Affection. 
ARAMINT A. | 
In my Conſcience I believe you. 


Fa Do > _ I © \ SF, dM 2 38 8 A | 


oo \ \ 
\ ko - * 
— b SE * * / Me 
== Fax) < — — 2 


SCENE vll. 
[To tbem! vin Lo vs, BZILNMous, Foo r MAR. 


e, oe 
89 Fortune be prais d! To find you both within, La- 


dies is is T3 
ARA- 
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ARA MINT 4. 

No Miracle, I hope. 

BELLMO U R. 

Not o'your ſide, Madam, I confeſs---But my Tyrant 

there and J, are two Buckets that can never come together, 
::8 LIND: | 

Nor are ever like---Yet we often meet + and claſh. 

g - S#S-ELLMOUR. | 

How, never like! marry Hymnen forbid. But this it is 
to run fo extravagantly in Debt; I have; laid out ſuch a 
World of Love in your Service, that you think you can 
never be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for the. ſame 
Reaſon that you would a Dun. 

| B ELIN DA. | 

Ay, on my Conſcience; and the moſt i impertinent and 
_ troubleſome of Duns----a Dun for Mony will be quiet, 
when he ſees his Debtor has not wherewithal----But a 
Dun for Love is an eternal Torment that never reſis — 

BELLMOUR. 

Till he has created Love where there was none, and 
then gets it for his Pains. For Importunity i in-Love, like 
Importunity at Court, firſt creates its own Intereſt, and 
then purſues it for the Favour. | | 

ARAMINT A. 

Favours. that are got by Impudence and Importunity, 

are like Diſcoveries from the Rack, when the afflicted 

Perſon for his eaſe, ſometimes confeſſes Secrets his Heart 
Romy nothing of. 
VAINL 0 E. | 

I ſhould rather think Favours, ſo gain'd, to be due 
Rewards to'indefatigable' Devotion For as Love isa 
Deity, he muſt be ſerv'd by Prayer. 

BELINDA.. }.. 
©O-Gad; would you would all pray to Love then, and 
let us al alone. 
| F41 . 


8 
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8 PAINLOVE. 
You are the Temples of Love, and *tis bath you 
vur Devotion muſt be convey'd. | 
ARAMINTA. 
Rather, poor filly Idols of your own making, which 
upon the leaſt Diſpleaſure you forſake, and ſet up new 
Every Man, now, changes his Miſtreſs and his Religion 


as his Humour varies, or his Intereſt. 
& Al N L 0 . 


ARS M INTA. 

Nay come, I find we are growing Serious, and then 
we are in great Danger of being dull If my Mu- 
ſic-Maſter be not gone, 1 ll entertain you with a new 
Song, which comes pretty near my own Opinion of Love 
and your Sex—Who's there? Is Mr. Gavot gone ? [ Calli. 


O Madam | 


FOOTMAN. 
Only to the next Door, ROS + I'll call him. 
- — RSRSHT #7 Ef Jo | ZI | CP) Fn DJ " be 


SCEN E VIII. 
ALAMISTA; BE LI ADA, VAINLOVE, and 
 BELLMOUR. | 


BBL LMO UE. 


\ \ 7 H Y, you won't hear me with Patience, 


ARAMINTA. 

What's the Matter, Couſin ? 

 KSLEMOUR. 

Nothing, Madam, only —— - 

BELINDA. 

Pr'ythee hold thy Tongue ---Lard, he has ſo peſter'd 
me with Flames and Stuff----I think I ſhan't indure the 
hight of a Fire this Twelvemonth. | 

BE L Ls 


38 ae Ord BATCHELOR. 


BELLMOUR. 
Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart, 
 "'BELINDA. 
O Gad I hate your hideous F ancy---you ſaid that once 
before if you muſt talk impertinently, for Heaven's 
fake let it be with Variety; don't come always, like the 
Devil, wrapt in Flames---I']l not hear a Sentence more, 


that begins with an, 7 burn----Or an, I beſeech Jou Ma- 


dam. ; 
BELLM 0 UR. 
But tell me how you would be ador'd 


 BELIND AA. 
Then know, I would be adored in Silence. 
BELLMOUR. 
n I thought ſo, that you might have all the 
Talk to yourſelf. you had better let me ſpeak ; for if 
my Thoughts fly to any Pitch, 1 ſhall make villanous 


8i ns. 
. | BELINDA. 
What will you get by that ? to make ſuch Signs 3 as Fi 


won't underſtand. 

BELLMOUR. 
Ay, butifI'm m Tongue-ty'd, J muſt have all my Acti- 
ons free too----Quicken your Apprehenſion-----and I gad 


let me tell you, my moſt prevailing Argument is _—_— 
in dumb Shew. 


—I am very 


2 


SCENE 
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* - * On „ 0 5 
* — 
\ 


SCENE IX. 
[To them] Mosic-MisrER. | 
ARAMINTA. © 425 


I am glad we ſhall have a Song to divert the Dil. 
courſe——Pray oblige us with the laſt new Song, 


$ Oo N s. 


* 
Thus to a ripe, conſenting Maid, 
Poor, old, repenting Delia ſazd, 
Mould yon bong preſerve your Lover ? 
Would you flill bis Goddeſs reign ? 


| Newer let him all diſcover, 


Newer let him much obtain. 
H. _ 


Men wwill admire, adore and die, 


While wiſhing at wur Feet they lie: 


But admitting their Embraces, 


Wakes em from the Golden Dream; 
Nothing's new beſides our Faces, | 
Every Woman is the ſame. 


ARAMINTA. 


So, how d'ye like the Song, Gentlemen ? 


 BELLMOUR. 


O very well perform'd----but I don't much admire the 


4 RA. 


* 
5 * 
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= |  _A/ARAMINTA. | | 

I expected it there's too much Truth in em: If 
Mr. Gawot will walk with us in the Garden, we'll have 
it once again----you may like it better at ſecond hearing. 
You'll bring my Couſin. 


- an: BELL MOUR, | 
Faith Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but I'll make 
Signs. I | Addreſſes Belinda in dumb ſhew. 
: | BELINDA. | 


Oh foh, your dumb Rhetoric is more ridiculous, than 
. your talking Impertinence ; as an Ape is a much more 
troubleſome Animal than a Parrot. 
ARAMINTA. 

Ay, Couſin, and tis a ſign the Creatures mimic Na- 
ture well ; for there are few Men, but do more ſilly 
Things than they fay. _ 1 

BELILMO UR. 

Well, I find my Apiſhneſs has paid the Ranſom for my 
Speech, and ſer it at Liberty----tho' I confeſs, I could be 
well enough pleas'd to drive on a Love-Bargain, in that 
| filent Manner----'twould fave a Man a World of Lying 

and Swearing at the Year's end. Beſides I have had a 
little Experience that brings to Mind ——— : 


Kind Looks and Actions ( from Succeſi ds prove, 


zen Wit and Reaſon both have faiÞ'd to move ; 
En Silence may be E loquent in Love. 0 


End of the Second AF. 


ACT 
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"Se 2 
1 A c m. SCENE I. 
5 SCENE, The Street. 
x OYLVIA and Lucy. 
STLVI4. 
7 RARITY I LL he not come then? 
> i LUCY. 


Pes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you 
will go in and be ready to receive him. 
'S S FTLVIA. 

Why did you not tell me 2—Whom 


LUCY. 
Whom you ſhould mean, Havel. 
 SYLPFIA. 
Seuſeleſs Creature, I meant my V ainkooe, 
LUCY. | 
You may as ſoon hope to recover your own Maidenhead, 
as his Love. Therefore &en ſet your Heart at reſt, und 
in the Name of Opportunity mind your own Buſineſs. 
Strike Heartauell home, before the Bait's worn off the 
Hook. Age will come. He nibbled fairly yeſterday, 
and no doubt will be eager enough to-day, to ſwallow 
the Temptation. 


mean you F 


6 . LORD, | 
* 


S TLVIA. 
Well, ſince there's no Remedy------Yet- tell me for 


I would know, 1 to the Anguiſh of my Soul; how 
did 


— mn * — — ¶ ! ̃ V N m mũæ- . —⏑ ot — 


dotes on him, himſelf Contrive a kind Letter as from 


wa. 
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did he refuſe? Tell me how did he receive my her, 


Letter, in Anger or in Scam? 8 N rnac 


1 | 

Neither; but what was ten times worſe, with damn'd, 
ſenſeleſs Indifference. By this Light I could have ſpit in 
his Face Receiv'd it! Why he receiv'd it, as I would 
one of your Lovers that ſhould come empty-handed ; as for 
a Court Lord does his Mercer's Bill, or a begging Dedi- boi 
cation: he receiv'd it, as if't had been a Letter av 
from his Wife, 

„ n. 
What, did he not read it ? 
LUCY. 

Hum'd it over, gave you his Reſpects, and faid, he 

would take time to peruſe it—but then he was in haſte, 
S$CELF TH 

ReſpeQs, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Araminta has 
bewitch'd him from me——O how the Name of Rival 
fires my Blood I could curſe em both; eternal 
Jealouſy attend her Love, and Diſappointment meet his. 
Oh that I could Revenge the Torment he has caus'd 
methinks I feel the Woman ſtrong within me, and Ven- 
runes kindles in the room of Love. 

er. 
I have that in my Head may make Miſchief, 


| S TLVIA. 
How, dear Lucy. 
LUCY. 
You know 4raminta's diſſembled Coyneſs has won, and 
Corps him hers 
SVL. 
Could we perſuade him, that ſhe wk another 
LUCY. 
No, you're out ; could we perſuade him, that ſhe 


her, 
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mach. | 
| SFT LVH. 
LUCY. "OM 


Trouble not your Head. Let me alone 1 will in- 
form myſelf of what paſt between 'em to-day, and a- 
bout it ſtraight Hold, I'm miſtaken, or that's Heart- 
well, who ſtands talking at the Corner —— tis he go 
get you in Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs up your 
Face in Innocence and Smiles; and diſſemble the very 


want of Diſſimulation —You know what will take 


him. 
SYLFIA. 
Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to conceal 5 it: 
but I Il do my weak Endeavour, though I fear I hare not 


Art. 
| | LUCY. 
Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for diſſembling. 


Man was by Nature Woman's Cully made < 
Me never are but by ourſelves betray d. 


LENT 


Hear TWELL, VAINLOVE and BELLMOUR following. _ 


 BELLMOUR. 


H 18 T, hiſt, is not that Heartavell going to Sylvia > 
VAINLOPE. 

He's talking to himſelf, I a pr'ythee let's try if 

we can hear him. ä 

H 2 4 R 2 
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HE ARTVE LI. 

Why whither in the Devil's Name am I a going now! 
Hum-—let me think—-Is not this Sy/via's Houſe, the 
Cave of that Enchantreſs, and which conſequently I ought 

to ſhun as I would Infection? To enter here, is to put on 
the invenom'd Shirt, to run into the Embraces of a Fever, 
and in ſome raving Fit, be led to plunge myſelf into that 
more conſuming Fire, a Woman's Arms. Ha? well re- 
collected, J will recover my Reaſon, and be gone. 
. B ELLMO UR. 

Now Shane forbid ! 

| VAINLOY F. 

Huſh—— 

HEARTWELL, 
| Well, why do you not move? Feet do your Office— 
| not one Inch; no foregad I'm caught There ſtands 
| my North, and thither my Needle points — Now could 
Tcurſe my ſelf, yet cannot repent. O thou delicious, damn'd 
dear, deſtructive Woman f Sdeath how the young Fel- 
Jows will hoot me ! I ſhall be the Jeſt of the Town: Nay 
in two Days I expect to be Chronicled in Ditty, and ſung 
in woeful Ballad, to the Tune of the ſuperannuated Mai- 
den's Comfort, or the Batchelor's Fall; and upon the third, 
I ſhall be hang'd in Effigy, paſted up for the exemplary q 
Ornament of neceſſary Houſes, and Coblers Stalls 
Death, I can't think on't——Pll run into the Danger to 
Joſe * Apprehenſion. I 


— — — —— yo 


SCENE 


* 
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s CEN E Ill. 


BZ L L HOUR, VAINLO VE. 


BE LLM OUR. * 


A Very certain Remedy, probatum Ha, ha, ha 
poor George, thou art i'th' right, thou haſt ſold thy- 
ſelf to Laughter ; the il|-natur'd Town will find the Jeſt 


juſt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a'ſtruggled, like 


an old Lawyer between two Fees, - 
 FVAINLOFE. 
Or a young Wench between Pleaſure and Reputation, 
BEELMOUR, -- , 
Or as you did to-day, when half afraid you ſnatch'd a 
Kiſs from Araminta. 
_ FAINLOYE. 
She has made a Quarrel on't. 
BELLMOUR. 


Pauh, Womenare only angry at ſuch Offences, to have | 


the Pleaſure of forgiving 'em., 
VAINLOFYTE. 

And I love to have the Pleaſure of making my Peace— 
I ſhould not eſteem a Pardon if too eaſily won. 

| B ELLMO UR. 

Thou doſt not know what thou would'ſt be at; whe- 
ther thou would'ſt have her angry or pleas d. Could ſt 
thou be content to marry Araminta ? | 

VAIN LOVE. 

Could you be content to goto Heav'n ? 

BELLMOUR. | 
| Hum, not immediately, in my Conſcience not heartily ? 
I'd 


F 
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I'd do a little more . in my Generation firſt, in ordet 


| to deſerve it. 

| "Fx I VON F. 

| Nor I to marry Araminta till I merit her. 

| BELLMOUR. | 

. But how the Devil doſt thou expect to get her if ſhe 
| never yield? 
| i 


* | V AINLOFYE. 
Tha? s true; but I would 
* BELLMOUR, | 
Marry her without her conſent 3 . . a Riddle bs 
ven Woman — 


'S ni Iv. 


[To them] SETTER. 
RUSTY Setter, what Tidings? How goes the 
Project? 


„ 7 E R. 
As lewd Projects do, Sir, where the Devil nn! our 
Endeavours with Succeſs. 
B ELBMO U R. 
A good hearing, Setter. | 


VAILNLO YER. 
Well, I'll leave you with your Engineer. 
BELLMOUR. 
And haſt thou provided Neceſſaries? 
SETTER. ' 

All, all, Sir; the large ſanctified Hat, and the little pre- 
ciſe Band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloke, to co- 
ver carnal Knavery = not forgetting the black Patch, 
Which Tribulation Spintext wears, as I'm inform'd, upon 

one 


* 


we 
"I. 


eq 153 E Þ kad 


The OLD BATCHELOR. 47 


der BY one Eye, as a penal Mourning for the ogling Offences of 
his Youth ; and ſome ſay, with that Eye, he firſt diſco- 
ver'd the Frailty of his Wife. i 
BE LLMO UR. 
Well, in this — Father's Habit, will I confeſs 


ſhe I Lætitia. 


SETTER. Ml 
Rather prepare her for Confeſſion, Sir, by he ping her 
to Sin. 
BELLMOUR ' *" 


be. Be at your Maſter's Lodging in the Evening, I hall 
uſe the Robes. 


WIE FO * De . 2 We) NV be” 28 59 
8 0 E. N V. 


SETTER alone, 


mn SETTER. * 
- Shall, Sir---T wonder to which of theſe two' Gentle- 
ur men 1 do moſt properly appertain---the one uſes me 


as his Attendant; the other (being the better acquainted 
with my Parts) employs me as a Pimp; why that's 
much the more honourable Employment by all means 
I follow one as my Maſter, tother follows me as his 
9 — 


n LED SCENE 


F 8 G N .B- V. 
— ; : 02 Lev. 


"1 HF R E's the Hang-Dog his Man---I had a Power 
1 over him in the Reign of my Miſtreſs; but he is 
too truè a Valet de Chambre not to affect his Maſter's 
Faults and conſequently is revolted from his ee. 
S N. | 
Undoubtedly tts mpoſſibl to be a Pimp and not a 
Man of Parts: That is, without being politic, diligent, 
ſecret, wary, and io forth---And to all this valiant as 
Hercules----That is, paſſively valiant and actively obedient, 
Ahf Setter what a Treaſure i is here loſt for want of be- 
ing known : 
e 
Here's ſome Villany afoot, he's ſo thoughtful; may 
be I may diſcover ſomething in my. Mask---Worthy Sir, 
a Word with you. [ Puts on her Mask. 
SETTER. 
Why, if I were known, I might come to ls a great 


Man 
LUCY. FE 
Not to interrupt your Meditation — 
. 
And 1 ſhould not be the firſt that has ora his 
Greatneſs by Pimping. 
LUCY. | 
Now Poverty and the Pox light upon hes, for a 


Contemplative Pimp. 


SETTER. 


„ 


his 
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S NTT ER, 

Ha ! what art, who thus maliciouſly has awaken'd me, 
from my Dream of Glory ? Speak thou vile e Diſturber--- 
EWVCT 

Of thy moſt vile Cogitations---thou poor, conceited 
Wretch, how wert thou valuing thyſelf, upon thy Maſ- 
ter's Employment. For he's the Head Pimp to Mr. Bell- 


eus. 4 
SY YT EX. 
Good Words, Damſel, or I ſhall Rut how deft 
thou know my Mafter or me ? 
SGT: 
Yes, 1 know. both Maſter and Man to be 
SETTER. 
To be Men perhaps; nay faith like enough; I often 
march in the Rear of my Maſter, and enter the Breaches 


which he has made. 
: O "= 


” tt the Breach of Faith, which he has begun: Thou 
Traitor to thy lawful Princeſs. 
. , 
Why how now ! pr'ythee who art? Lay by that 
worldly Face and produce your natural Vizor. 
LUCT. 
No, Sirrah, I'll keep it on to abuſe thee, and leave 
thee without Hopes of Revenge. 
PETERS 
Oh! I begin to ſmoke ye; thou art ſome forſaken 
Abigail, we have dallied with heretofore----and art come 
to 88 thy Imagination with Remembrance of Iniquity 
4 | 
K bay - TU ES: 
No; thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Imperfection; 
thou Maukin made up of the Shreds and Pairings of his 


{ſuperfluous Fopperies, 


Vet. I. D SET. 


ee. et -. A 


| © E : 
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SETTER. 


Thou art thy Miſtreſs's ' foul ſelf, compoſed of her 
ſullied Iniquities and Clothing. 
E . 
Hang thee Beggar 8 Cur - Thy Maſter is but 2 
Mumper in Love, lies canting at the Gate; but never 


dares preſume to enter the Houſe. 
"DD T7 Ki. 
Thou art the Wicket to thy Miſtreſs's Gate, to be 
opened for all Comers. In fine thou art the high Road 
to thy Miſtreſs. | 


U 
Beaſt, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer, look and 
tremble. [ Unmacks. 
| SATTER, 
, How, Mrs. Lacy! 
. 
I wonder thou haſt the Impudence to look me in the 
Face. 
SETTER 


| Adsbud, who's in Fault, Miſtreſs of mine? who flung 
the firſt Stone? who undervalued my Function? and 
who the Devil could know you by Inſtin ? 
1 
You could know my Office by InſtinQ, and be hang'd, 
which you have ſlander'd moſt abominably. It vexes 
me not what you ſaid of my Perſon; but that my 
innocent Calling ſhould be expos'd and ſcandaliz d--- 
cannot bear it. 
SETTER 
Nay, faith Lacy, I'm forry, I'll own myſelf to blame, 
though we were both in fault as to our Offices. — Come, 
Fil make you any Reparation. 
LUCY. 


Swear, 
SET. 
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SETTER. 


I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power. 


LUCY. 

To be brief then; what is the Reaſon your Maſter e did 
not appear to-day according to the Summons 1 brought | 
him? 

To anſwer you as briefly——He has a Cauſs to be 
tried in another Court, 

LUCY. | 

Come tell me in plain Terms, how forward he i is with 
Araminta. 

SETTER, 

Too forward to be turn'd back---Though he's a little 
in Diſgrace at preſent about a Kiſs which he forced. 
You and I can kiſs, Zucy, without all that. 

| LUC Tt. 
-He's a precious Jewel. 
TE 7.7 FA, 

And PIE you'd have him to ſet in your r Lady" 8 

Locket. 5 | 


Stand off 


TUG. 
Where i is he now? 
. 
He'll be in the Piazza preſently. 

e : 
Remember to-day's Behaviour Let me ſee * with 


a penitent Face. 
„ 


What, no Token of Amity, Lucy ? you and I dont 
uſe to part with dry Lips. 
N 
No, no, avant — I'll not be ſlabber'd and kiſs d 
now 'm not 1 "th* humour. 


ML: SET 
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SETTER. 


PI not quit you” ſo---T'll follow and put you into the 
Humour. | 


$..CE NE . yu. 


Sir Jos EPH W1TTOLL, BLUFFE. 


B LU FEE. 


AN D ſo out of your unwonted Generofity — 
er YOSEPH. FITTOQEL. .. 

And good Nature, Back; I am good. natur d, and 1 
can't help it. 

BLU FF E. 

You have given him a Note upon Fondlewife for a 

hundred Pound. 

* Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Ay, ay, poor Fellow, he ventur'd fair for't. 

BLUFFE. 

You have diſoblig'd me in it——for I Kan occaſion 
for the Money, and if you would look me in the Face 
again and live, go, and force him to redeliver you the 
Note— go——and bring it me hither, I'll Ray here for 
you, | 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL 
You may ſtay *till the Day of Judgment then, by the 
Lord 'Hery, I know better things than to be run through 
the Guts for a hundred Pound —— Why I gave that hun- 
dred Pound for being ſaved, and d'ye think, an there 
were no Danger, Il be ſo ungrateful to take i it from the 
Gentleman again ? 


BLU FFB. 


he 
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o 

Well, go to him from me — Tell him, 1 ſay, he muſt 
refand-- or Bilbo's the Word, and Slaughter will enſus 
---jf he refuſe, tell him---but whiſper that---tell him---. 

----P] pink his Soul---but whiſper that ſoftly to him. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't I warrant you--- 
why, what a Devil's the matter, Bully, are you mad? Or 
dye think I'm mad? Agad for my Part, I don't love to 
be the Meſſenger of ill News; lis an ungrateful Office- * 


So tell him yourſelf. | 
BLUFFE. 


By theſe Hilts I believe he frightned you into this 
Compoſition : 1 believe you gave it him out of Fear, 
pure paltry Fear---- confeſs. 

Sir FOSEPHWITTOLE, 

No, no, hang't I was not afraid neither---tho' I con- 
feſs he did in a manner ſnap me up---yet I can't ſay that 
it was altogether out of Fear, but partly to prevent Miſ- 
chief---for he was a deviliſh choleric Fellow: And if my 
Choler had been up too, agad there would have. been 
Miſchief done, that's flat. And yet I believe, if you had. 


been by I would have as ſoon have let him a had a hun- 


dred of my Teeth, Adfheart if he ſhould come juſt. 
now. when I'm. angry, I'd tell him — Mum, 


* 


D 3 SCENE 
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hy © SY. 


3 them] BELLIMOux, SHARP ER. 


B E LLMO UX. | 
'L HO U ert a lucky Rogue; there's your Benefactor, 
you ought to return him Thanks now you've re- 
ceiv'd the Favour. 
SHARPER. 
Sir Joſeph — Your Note was accepted, and the Mo- 
ny paid at Sight: 'm come to return my Thanks 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
They won't be accepted fo readily as the Bill, Sir. 
BELLMOUR. 


J doubt the Knight repents, Tom He looks like 


the _—_— of the Sorrowful Face. 
SHARPER. 


This is a double Generofity — Do me a Kindneſs, 


and refuſe my Thanks-- But I hope you are not offended 
that T offer'd 'em. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

May be I am Sir, may be I am not Sir; may be I 
am both, Sir ; what then? I hope I may be offended, 
without any Offence to you, Sir. 

S 
Hey-day Captain, what's the Matter? you can tell. 
BLUFFE. 

Mr. Sharper, the Matter is plain Sir Joſeph 
has found out your Trick, and does not care to be put 
upon; being a Man of Honour, 

SHARPER. 
'Trick, Sir ? 
Sir 


P 


*. 


The OLD Barc H E*L OR. 55: 


Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Ay Trick, Sir, and won't be put upon, Sir, beg a 
Man of Honour, Sir, and ſo, Sir 
S HARPER. 
Harkee, Sir Jeſepb, a Word with ye in Conſide- 
ration of ſome Favours lately received; I would not have 
you draw yourſelf into a Premunire, by truſting to that 
Sign of a Man chere That Pot- Gun charged with 
Wind. 
4 Sr FOSEPH 171770 LI. 
1 O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come Juſtify yourſelf ——. 
Il give him the Lye if you'll and to it. 
| SHARPER. 
Nay then I'll be beforehand with you, take that-.«- 
Oaſe. =. | [Cuffs him, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. | 
Captain, will you ſee this? Won't you pink his Soul? 
BLUFFE. 
Huſkt, tis not ſo convenient now---I ſhall find a time. 
ö SHARPER. 
What do.,you mutter about a Time, Raſcal---You 
were the Incendiary-- There's to put you in mind of 


your Time -A Memorandum. [ Kicks bim. 
BLUFFE. 
Oh this is your time, Sir, you had beſt make uſe on't. 
„ 
I Gad and ſo I will : There's again for you. 
[ Kicks him. 
B LUFFE. 


Vou are obliging, Sir, but this is too public a Place 
to thank you in: But in your Ear, you are to be ſeen 
again, 

SHARPER. 

Ay thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt as 
for Example. | [ Kicks him, 

0+ <4 BELDL- 
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BELLMOUR. 
Ha, ha, ha, pr'ythee come away, tis ſcandalous to 
kick this Puppy, unleſs a Man were cold, and had no 
other way to get himſelf a heat. 


4 SY YI 4 — — 7 4 N 7 = 1 2 
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8 C A 
Sir JosE HPR WITTOLL, BLUFFE. 


N BLUFFE. 
YE RY welk---very fine----But tis no matter- Is 
not this fine, Sir Fo/eph ? 
Sr FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Indifferent, agad in my Opinion very indifferent. 
I'd rather go plain all my Life, than wear ſuch Finery. 

 BLUFFE, 

Death and Hell to be affronted thus! I'll die before 
PlI ſuffer it. [Draws. 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. _. 

O Lord, his Anger was not raifed before--.nay, dear 
Captain, don't be in Paſſion now he's gone — Put up, 
put up, dear Back, tis your Sir Fo/zph begs, come let 
me kiſs thee ; ſo, ſo, put up, put up. 

BLUFFE. 

By Heav'n *tis not to be put up. 

Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


What, Bully ? 
BLUFFE. 
The Affront. 
Sir 7OSEPHVITTO EE. 


No agad no more *tis, for that's on up already ; thy 
Sword J mean. 


BLUFFE. 
Well, Sir Jeſeph, at your Intreaty----But were not 


you, my Friend, abus'd, and cuff*d, and kickt ? 
[ Putting up his Sabord. 
Sir 


| to 
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Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Ay, ay, ſo were you too; no matter, tis paſt. 

BLUES. 


By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, tis falſe 
he ſucks not vital Air, who dares affirm it to this Face. 


[Looks big. 


Sir FOSEPHAWITTOLL. 

To that Face I grant you Captain----No, no, I grant 
you----Not to that Face, by the Lord Harry. If you 
had put on your fighting Face before, you had done his 
Bufineſs----he durſt as ſoon have kiſt you, as kickt you 
to your Face---But a Man can no more help what's done 
behind his Back, than what's ſaid----Come we'll think 
no more of what's paſt. 

BLUFFE. : | 

I'll call a Council of War within to conſider of my 

Revenge to come. 


\ 2 y DW 5 — EE * ZN =, 25 
. 2 Al 8 LN XZ l VR EEG 
SCENE X. Sylvia's Apartment. 


Hau TW Tr, ets 


s ON. 
4+ Amoret and 'Thryfis lay = 5 
Melting the Hours in gentle Play; 8 
Joining Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 
And exchanging harmleſs Blifſes : 
He trembling cry'd with eager hafte, . $ 
DO let me feed as well as taſte ; 7 
I die, if I'm not wholly bleft. 


Co the SONG, 2 Dance of Autichis _ 
W 7 | S NE. 
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S FLVIA. 
1 it is very fine ——1 could look upon em all 


Day. 
15 HEARTV ELI. 8 
Welt has this prevail'd for me, and will you look 
upon me ? a 
| SYLP I A. 

If you could Sing and Dance ſo, I ſhould love to look 
upon you too. 
ni 3 HE ART ELI. | | 

Why *twas I fung and danc'd ; I gave Muſic to the 
Voice, and Life to their Meaſures Look you here 
Sylvia, [Pulling out a Purſe and chinking it.] here are 
Songs and Dances, Poetry and Mufic——hark ! how 
ſweetly one Guinea rhymes to another — and how they 
dance to the Muſic of their own Chink. This buys all 
the tYother---and this thou ſhalt have; this, and all that 
J am worth for the Purchaſe of thy Love Say, 1s it 
mine then, ha? Speak Siren—— Oons why do I look 
on her! Yet I muſt Speak dear Angel, Devil, 
Saint, Witch ; do not rack me with Suſpence. 

S TLYV IA. 

Nay don't ſtare at me fo——You make me bluſh- — 

I cannot look. 


i HE 4 RTWE LI. 
Oh Manhood, where art thou ! What am I come to? 
A Woman's Toy; at theſe Years! Death, a bearded 
Baby for a Girl to dandle. O Dotage, Dotage ! That 
ever that noble Paſſion, Luft, ſhould ebb to this degree--- 
No reflux of vigorous Blood: But milky Love ſupplies 
the empty Channeis ; and prompts me to the Softneſs of 
a Child a meer Infant and would ſuck. Can you 
love me, Sylvia? ſpeak. 
. 
I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and indeed I'm 

afraid to believe you yet. 


HEART- 


wall 
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HE ARTWHELL. 

Death, how her Innocence torments and pleaſes me 
Lying, Child, is indeed the Art of Love; and Men are 
generally Maſters in it: But I'm ſo newly entered, you 
cannot diſtruſt me of any Skill in the treacherous Myſ- 
tery----Now by my Soul J cannot lye, though it were 
to ſerve a Friend or gain a Miſtreſs. 

: ST LF 1 A 
Muſt you lye then, if you ſay you love me? 
HEARTWELL. | 

No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous Changeling--- 
I tell thee I do love thee, and tell it for Truth, a naked 
Truth, which I am aſhamed to diſcover. 

S FLFI | 

But Love, they ſay, is a tender thing, that will ſmooth 
Frowns, and make calm an angry Face; will ſoften a 
rugged Temper, and make ill-humoured People good: 
You look ready to fright one, and talk as if your Paſſion 
were not Love, but Anger. 

HEARTV ELI. | 

*Tis both; for I am angry with myſelf when I am 
pleaſed with you- And a Pox upon me for loving thee ſo 
well---yet I muſt on---"Tis a bearded Arrow, and will 
more eaſily be thruſt forward than drawn back. 

STL. 

Indeed if I were well aſſur'd you lov'd; but how: can 
I be well aſſur'd? 

 HESLRTFELL. 

Take the Symptoms---and ask all the Tyrants of thy 
Sex, if their Fools are not known by this Party-coloured 
Livery---I am Melancholic, when thou art abſent ; look 
like an Aſs, when thou art preſent ; wake for thee, when 


I ſhould ſleep ; and even dream of thee, when Iam awake; 


figh much, drink little, eat leſs, court Solitude, am grown 
very entertaining to myſelf, and (as I am informed) very 
troubleſome 
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troubleſome to every body elſe. If this be not Love, it 

is Madneſs, and then it is pardonable---Nay yet a more 

certain Sign than all this; I give thee my Mony. 
c - 


Ay, but that is no fign ; for they ſay, Gentlemen will 


give Mony to any naughty Woman to come to Bed to 
them——O Gemini, J hope you don't mean ſo— for 


I won't be a Whore. 


AZARFFELL 
The more is the pity. [ 4/4de. 
8 YLY 14. 


Nay, if you would marry me, you ſhould not come 
to bed to me. you have fuch a Beard, and would ſo prickle 
one. But do you intend to marry me? 

HE ARTV ELI. 

That a Fool ſhould ask ſuch a malicious Queſtion ! 
Death, I ſhall be drawn in, before I know where lam 
However, I find I am pretty ſure of her Conſent, If I 
am put to it. [ A de.] Marry you? no, no, I'll love mow. 

SYLMY 1 A. | 

Nay, but if you love me, you muſt marry me; what 

don't I know my Father r my cen, and was mar- 


ried to her? 
HEAR 7 NE V. Z. 
Ay, ay, in old Days People married where they lov'd ; 


but that Faſhion is chang'd, Child, 
S TLVIA 


Never tell me that, I know it is not chang'd by my- 


ſelf; for J love you, and would marry you. 
: HEARTWELL. 


I'll Fave my Beard ſhav'd, it ſhan't hurt thee, and | 


we'll go to Bed 
SYLYF1T 


No, no, I'm not ſach a Fool neither, but I can n keep 


my {elf honeſt Here I won't keep any thing that's 
: | yours, 


Hin, q 4 


Wee A wul s bes © wake 


0 
b 
v 
b 


I 
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yours, I hate you now, [ T5-ows the Parſe] and Pl never 
ſee you again, cauſe you'd have me be naught. Going. 

HEARTWELLE. 
Damn her let her go, and a good riddance —— Yet 


ſo much Tenderneſs and Beanty---and Honeſty together 


is a jewel. Stay Sylvia but then to marry---Why every 
Man plays the Fool once in his Life: But to marry is 
playing the Fool all one's Life long. 
| STLF I. 
What did you call me for? 
HE ARTIEB LI 
I'll give thee alt I have: And thou ſhalt live with me 
in every thing ſo like my Wife, the World ſhall believe 
it: Nay, thou ſhalt think ſo thyſelf---- Only let me not 
think Jo. 5 
S TLIIA. | 
No, Pll die before I'!l be your Whoere----3s well as I 


love you. | 
HEARTWELL [A. 
A Woman, and ignorant, may be honeit, when 's 
out of Obſtinacy and Contradiction But Sdeath it is 
but a may be, and upon ſcurvy Terms — Well, fare- 
wel then————— if I can get out of Sight I may get the 
better of myſelf. _ | 
SFLY 14. : 
Well — good by. [Turns and weeps. 
HE ARTWELL. 

Ha! Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting. ['K:/zs her.] By 
Heav'n her Kiſs is ſweeter than Liberty ——T will marry 
thee——there thou haſt done t. All my Reſolves melted 
in that Kiſs---once more. | 
| STLY7IA. 


HEARTN ELI. 
I'm impatient till it be done; I will not give myſelf 
- Liberty 


But when ? 
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Liberty to think, left I ſhould: cool I will. about 
a Licence ſtraight In the Evening expect me 


One Kiſs more to confirm me mad; ſo. 
. 
Ha, ba, ha, an old Fox trapt ——-—— 


C XI. 
[To ber] Lucy. 


LESS me! you frighted me, I thought he had 
been come again, and had heard me. 
„„ 

Lord. Madam, I met your Lover in as mach haſte, 

as if he had been going for a Midwife. 
S FTLVIA. 

He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the forerunner of a Mid- 
wife, ſome nine Months hence Well, I find diſſem- 
bling to our Sex is as natural as ſwimming to a Negro; 
we may depend upon our Skill to ſave us at a Plunge, 
tho” till then we never make the Experiment——But 
how haſt thou ſucceeded ? 

LUCY. | 

As you would wiſh——Since there is no reclaiming 
Vainlove. I have found out a Pique ſhe has taken at him; 
and have fram'd a Letter that makes her ſue for Recon- 
ciliation firſt, I know that will do----walk in and TI"! 
ſhew it you. Come, Madam, you're like to have a hap- 
Py Time on't, both your Love and Anger fatisfied !---- 
All that can charm our Sex conſpire to pleaſe you. 


That Woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night, 
Wham Love and Vengeance both at once delight, 


Eng of the Third AG, 
. e d r 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
_— 0 EN E, The Street. 
BELLMOUR in Fanatic Habit, SETTER, 


BELLMOUR. 
Ils pretty near the Hour [| Looking on Bis 
aich] Well and how Setter, ha ? does 
my Hypocriſy fit me, he ? does it fit eaſy 
on me ? 
N SETTER. 
O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. 
SLO 
I wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould wy in 
an Opinion of Atheiſm ; when they may be ſo much 
more conveniently lewd under the Coverlet of Religion. 
SETTER. 
*Sbud, Sir, away quickly, there's Fond/ewife juſt turn 1 
855 Corner, and's coming this way. 
BELLMO UR. 
| Gads ſo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. 


Kt 


SCENE 


— 
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r 


FonDLEWIFE, BARN AB. 


; FONDLEWIFE. 
1 Say, I will tarry at Home. 
BARNABY. 
But, Sir. = 
FONDLEWIEFE. 


Good lack ! I profeſs the Spirit of Contradiction hath 


poſe the Lad---I fay I will tarry at home - Varlet. 
BARNABY. 
J have done, Sir, then farewel 5oo Pound. 
„„ 


Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay; did you leave Word ſay 


you with his Wife ? With Comfort herſelf ? 
BARNABY. 


I did; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as ſoon - 
as ever he comes home !] could have brought young 


Mr. Prig, to have kept my Miſtreſs 3 in the 


mean time: But you fay —— 
FO NDLE WIFE. 


How, how, ſay Varlet! IT ſay let him not come near - 


my Doors. I fay, he is a wanton young Levite, and pam- 


pereth himſelf up with Dainties, that he þ 4 look lovely: 


in the Eyes of Women---Sincerely I am afraid he hath 


already defiled the Tabernacle of our Siſter Comfort; while 
her good Husband is deladed by his godly Appearance —— 


J ſay, that even Luft doth ſparkle in his Eyes, and glow 
upon his Cheeks, and that I would as ſoon truſt my Wife 


with a Lord's high- fed Chaplain, 
BAR: 


— 


_ SA . CC 4. CO) "IJ . S —＋ 
E.. So I — 4A — 47 N SEO} 5. 22 ha — W/ (84 ; 


| | AENA I. 3 
tons then 4 yau comes, 
73 FONDLEWIFE. | 
And nothing can be done here "ill Lease ru q 


tarry's | d' Ye foe. 
BARN 4 BY, 
And ns ther Razr to lofe your Affair, Sir! 
FONDLEWIFE. 

Good lack, good lack ] profeſs it is a very ſufficient 
Vexation, for 3 Man to have a handſom Wife. 
| _ BARNABY.. 

Never, Sir, but when the Man is an infufficient Hus 
band. Tis then indeed, like the Vanity of taking a 
fine Houſe, and yet be forced to let Lodgings, | to help 


pay the Rent. 
FONDLEWIFE. & 
I profeſs a very apt Compariſon, Varlet. Go and bid 
my Cocky come out to me. I will give her ſome In- 
ſtructions, I will zeaſon with her before I go. 


SCENE III 
FoNDLEWILFE alone. 


4 ND in the mean time, I will reaſon with myſelf 

Tell me Zac, why art thee jealons ? Why art thee 
diſtruſtful of the Wife of thy Boſom ? — Becauſe ſhe is 
young and vigoreus, and I am old and impotent 
Then why didſt thee marry, Z/aac?—Becauſe ſhe was 
* — tempting, and becauſe I was obſtmate and 
* 3 


66 The OLD irn 0 


9 


doting; ſo that my Inclination was (and is ſtill) greater 
than my Power 
thee, alſo tempt others, who will tempt her, Jaac 7 
I fear it much — But does not thy Wife love thee, nay 
dote upon thee ? — Yes-----Why then? - Ay, but to 


ſay truth, ſhe's fonder of me, than ſhe has reaſon to be; 


and in the way of Trade, we till ſuſpe& the ſmootheſt 
Dealers of the deepeſt Deſigns —— And that ſhe has ſome 
Deſigns deeper than thou canſt reach, th'haſt experimented 
Jſaac? But Mum. | 


— 0 
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SCENE IV. 


„ FON DLIWIT E, LaATIT14A. 


Lu IT 
1 Hope my deareſt Jewel is not going lo leave me 
are you, Nykin! | | 
| FOND EPFIFE fon; 7 

Wife— Have you throughly conſider'd how deteſta- 
ble, how hainous, and how crying a Sin, the Sin of Adul- 
tery is ? have you weighed it, I ſay ? For it is a very 
weighty Sin; and although it may lie heavy upon thee, 
yet thy Husband muſt alſo bear his-Part? For thy Ini- 
quity will fall upon his Head. 

LATAT 1-4 

Bleſs me, what means, my Dear 

 FONDLEWIFE. Aide. 

F profeſs, ſhe has an alluring Eye; I am doubtful, whe- 
ther I ſhall truſt her, even with Tribulation himſelf: 
Speak, I ſay, have you conſider d, what it is to cuckold. 
your Husband ?- | 


And will not that which tempted 


LA- 


— Py, 
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8585 | LAETITIA. Aide. : 
I am amazed: Sure he has diſcover'd nothing---- Who 

has wrong'd me to my Deareſt ? I hope my Jewel does 

not think that ever I had any ſuch thing in my Head, or 


ever will have. ; 
| FONDLEWIFE. 
No, no, I tell you I ſhall have it in my Head 
LATITIA Ala. 

I know not what to think. But I am reſolv'd to find 
the meaning of it— Unkind Dear! Was it for this you 
ſent to call me; is it not Affliction enough that you are 
to lea ve me, but you muſt ſtudy to increaſe it by unjuſt Suſ- 
picions ? [ Crying] Well Well —— you know my Fond- 
neſs, and you love'to Tyrannize—Go on cruel Man, do, 
Triumph over my poor Heart, while it holds ; which can- 
not be long, with this Uſage of yours-—-But that's what 
you want — Well, You will have your Ends foon— 
You will----You will-— Yes it will break to oblige you. 

1 CSigbs. 
FONDLEWIFE. : 

Verily I fear I have carried the Jeſt too far Nay, 
look you now if ſhe does not weep---'tis the fondeſt Fool 
—— Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don't cry, I 
was but in Jeſt, I was not ifeck. _ | 

1 LATI TIA. Ale. RP 

Oh then all's ſafe. I was terribly frighted My Af. 
fliction is always your Jeſt, barbarous Man! Oh that I 
ſhould love to this Degree! yet 


FONDLEWIFE. 
Nay,. Cocky. f 


LATITIA. 

No, no, you are weary of me, that's it——that's all, 
you would get another Wife——another fond Fool, to 
break her Heart—well, be as cruel as you can to me, I'll 
pray for you; and when I am dead with Grief, may you 


have 
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have one that will love you as well as I have done : I ſhall 


be contented. to lie at Peace in wy cold Grave —- fince 


it will pleaſe yau. [gg. 
' _FONDLEWIFE. 

Sood lack, good lack, ſhe would melt a Heart of Oak 
— 1 profeſs 1 can held no longer——-Nay dear Cocky 
—lfeck you'll break my Heart —- Iſeek you will-—-$ee 
you have made me weep — made poor Min Weep — 
Nay come kiſs, buſs poor N. and I won't leave 

thee — 111 loſe all firſt. | 
LATITIA. Ad.. 

How! Heav'n forbid ! that will be en the Jeſt 
too far indeed. 
| FONDLEWI 7 E. 

Won't you kiſs Nykin ? 

3 > LATITIA, 
Go naughty Nykin, you don't love me. 


| FONDLEMWIFE. 
; Kiss, kiſs, ifeck I do. - 
LATITI4. | 
No you don't. (She ki as him, 
1 | FONDLEWIFE. | : 
What not love Cocky | 
LATITIAS. 1 
No h. 0D [ Sighs. 
 FONDLEWIFE. 


J profeſs, I do love thee better than 500 3 PRE 

and ſo thou ſhalt ſay, for Fl leave it to ſtay with thee, 
„ 

No you ſhan't negle& your Buſineſs for me No 
indeed you ſant Nin — If yon don't go, ho think you 
been dealaus of me till. 

FONDLEWIFE, 
- He, he, he, wilt thou poor Fool? Then I will go, 1 
wor t be Gealout——Poor Cocky, kiſs Min, kiſs _ 


e, 


N. 
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ee, ee, ee — Here will be the good Man anon, to talk 


to Cocky and teach her how a Wife ought to ee 


ſelf. 
L AMT ET hd Afide. 
I hope to have one that will ſhew me how a Husband 
ought to behave himſelf — I ſhall be glad to Barn to 


FONDLEWIFE: —_ 


Thats my good Dear Come kiſs Ny lin onoe more, 
and then get you in 80 Get you in, bet you” in, 


By, by. 


LE 17774. 
By Min. ; 


FONDLEWIFE. 


By Cocky: 1. 
2277774 

By Min. 3 

FONDLEWIFE. 


By c. by or 


SC BUN v. 


Varntont, sa . 


SHARPER. 


He O w ! Araminta loſt! 
FIPNEOFB, . . 
To confitm what bert laid, read this 
[Gives a Letter. 
SH 4 R P E K. reads. | | 
Hum, hum Aud nohnt then apprar'd a Fault, upon Re: 
fleion feems only an effect of a too po. Pa Mon. 


afraid Igive too great a Proof of my own at this time. is am 
. | in 


* 
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in Diforder for what I have written. But ſomething, |! 
know not what, forced me. I only beg a favourable Cen- 
fare of this and your Araminta, 
SHARPER. | 

Loſt! Pray Heav'n thou haſt not loſt thy Wits, Here, 
here, ſhe's thy own, Man, ſign'd and ſeal'd too — To her, 
Man—a delicious Melon pure and conſenting ripe, and 
only waits thy cutting up—She has been breeding Love 
to thee all this while, and juſt now ſhe's deliver'd of i it. 

VAINLOVE. © 

Tis an nimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarried of her 

Love. 
| SHARPER. 

Never leave this damn'd, ill- naturd Whimſy, Frank! 

Thou haſt a ſickly peeviſh Appetite, only chew Love and 


cannot digeſt it. 
PVAINLOPE. 

Yes, when I feed myſelf — But I hate to be . 
—— By Heav'n there's not a Woman, will give a Man 
the Pleaſure of a Chaſe : My Sport is always balkt or cut 
ſhort I ſtumble over the Game I would purſue— 
'Tis dull and unnatural to have a Hare run full in the 
Hound's Mouth; and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter— 
I would have overtaken, not have met my Game. 

| SHARPER. 

However I hope you don't mean to forſake it ; that 
will be but a kind of Mungril Cur's Trick. Well, are 
you for the Mall ? | 

VAINLOPFE. 

No, ſhe will be there this Evening ves, 1 will 

go too and ſhe ſhall ſee her Error in 
SHARPER. | 

In her Choice I gad But thou canſt not be ſo great 

a Brute as to ſlight her. 


VAIN. 


wy 


The OLD BATCHELOR. 71 
ood acc , MALOKE.. 1 
1 ſhould diſappoint her if J did not By her Ma- 
nagement I ſhould think ſhe expects it. 


All Naturally fly aobat does purſue : | 
"Tis fit Men fhould be coy, when Women — 


s C E N E vl. 
A Room in Fondlewife's Houſe. 


A SE RVANT introducing BELL vets in Fanatic-Habit, 
ewith a Patch upon one Eye, and a Book in his Hand. 


SERFYANT, 1 
ER E's a Chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe your- 
- £ ſelf. My Miſtreſs is coming, Sir. 
BELLMOUR. 8 

Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have out-fac'd Suſpicion, and 
even dar d Diſcovery —— This Cloke my Sanctity, and 
truſty Scarron's Novels my Prayer-Book—— Methinks 
I am the very Pidure of Montyfar in the Hypocrite. 
Oh! ſhe comes. | French : 


S CEN E VII. 


be 1 


i B E#LIMDDPR:: 
8 O Breaks Aurora through the Veil of Night, , 
T, 15 Ay the Clouds, divided by her Light, 
4 17 ew 7 He receives a new-born Sight. 
[7 browing off his Cloke, Patch, &c, 
| "LS 1514 
Thus ſtreaud qinich Blues, like Ah! Heav'n defend 
me! Who s this? [ Diſcovering him, flarts, 
33 
Your Lover. 
; LATITIA. 

" Vairteve's Friend! I know his Face, and he has be- 
tray'd me to him. ; ich Piſa. 
BELLM 0 UR. 

You're ſarpriſed. Did you not expect a Lorer, Ma- 
dam? thoſe Eyes ſhone kindly on my ab 9 
| eel ROW they are o'er-caſt. 
| LATITIA. 5 
I may well be ſarpris'd at your Perſon and Lgiudence 
they are both new to me-- -You are not what your firſt | 
Appearance promiſed : The Piety of your Habit was 
welcome but not the Hypocriſy. 
BELLMOU'R. 
Rather the HY was wh, but not the Hy- 
pocrite. 


1 . ˙ ²˙—%ð, ö, ß 3 


L 2 7 77 I A. 
Who —_ Sir? You have — the Houſe ſure, 


BELT 


. * 
"2 


4 The Op BATCHELOR. #73 


I have Directions in my Pocket which agree with 
every thing but your Unkindnefs. [Pulls out the Letter. 
"EAETITIA® 
My Letter! Baſe Yainlove !* Then *tis too late to diſ- 
ſemble. en Tis plain then you have miſtaken the 
Perſon. | 8 
; * E L LMO UR. 
If we part 10 m miſtaken — Hold, bold, Madam. 
J confeſs I have run into an Error beg your Pardon 
a thouſand times---What an eternal Blockhead am I ! 


Can you forgive me the Diſorder I have put you into 
But itis a Miſtake which any Body might have made. 
end LETT: 
l. What can this mean! Tis impoſſible he ſhould be miſ- 


taken after all this A handſom. Fellow, if he had 

not ſurpris'd me: Methinks, now 1 look on him again, 

1 I would not have him miftaken. [ Hfide.] We are all 
1 liable to Miſtakes, Sir: If you own it to be lo, there needs 
; no farther Apology. 
| BELL MOU R. 
Nay Faith, Madam, *tis a pleaſant one; and worth 


* 


855 your hearing. Expecting a Friend, laſt Night, at his 
Lodgings, till *twas late; my Intimacy with him gave 
By me the Freedom of his Bed: He not coming home all 


1 night, a Letter was deliver'd to me by a Servant, in the 
Morning: Upon the peruſal I found the Contents ſo 
charming. that T could think of nothing all Day, but 
puttipg em in Practice —— “ till juſt now, (the firſt time 
„l ever look'd upon the Superſcription) I am the moſt ſur- 
7 pris'd in the World to find it directed to Mr. Valalove. 
Gad, Madam, I ask you a Million of Pardons, and will 
make You * Satisfaction. 


: Vor. 1 F E 1 £ 121 
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LATITI 4. T | 
I am diſcover'd--- And either Yain/ove is not guilty, or | 
he has handſomly excus'd him. „ 1 
BELLMOUR. 
You appear concern d, Madam. 
9 14414. ; 
T hope you are a Gentleman; and ſince you are 
privy to a weak Woman's Failing, won't turn it to the 
Prejudice of her Reputation. You look as if you had 


more Honour - 3 
5 B ELLMO UR. 

And more Love; or my Face is a falſe Witneſs, and 1 
deſerves to be pillory'd—— No, by Heav'n, I ſwear--- | 
| LATITIA. | | 

Nay, don't ſwear if you wou'd have me believe you; 


but promiſe EXD 
BELLMOUR. | 
Well, I promiſe—— A Promiſe is ſo cold — Give 
me leave to ſwear — by theſe Eyes; thoſe killing Eyes; 
by thoſe healing Lips--- Oh ! preſs the ſoft Charm cloſe 
to mine, —and ſeal em up for ever. | 
| LATITIA. 
U pon that Condition. Ie hiffer ber. [ 
BELLMOUR. 
Eternity was in that Moment ——One more, upon | 


any Condition. 8 | 
| LATIT I 4. 
Nay now] never ſaw any thing ſo agreeably im- ( 
pudent. [Alde.] Won't you cenſure me for this, now? I 
— but 'tis to buy your Silence. [X.] Oh, but what 
an 1 domg! ...-- ns ws, 
BELLMOUR. 1 
Doing ! No Tongue can expreſs it---not thy own; 
nor any thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with Exceſs 4 
of Bliſs: Oh, for Love-ſake, lead me any whither, MW Oz 
* . « | where 


. 


Fg 
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where I may lie down ; quickly, for I'm afraid I hall | 
have a Fit. 
12271714 

Bleſs me ! What Fit? | 

.  BELLMOUR. 
Oh, a mere feel the Symptoms. 
E LSTITI 

Does it hold you long ? I'm , to carry you aao 


my Chamber. 
BELLMOUR, % 


Oh, no: Let me lie down upon the Bed ;--the Fit 
will be ſoon over. 


Ez e 
$ 20 ‚ N NM 1 ͤ Ws: 
S CEN E St. James's Park. 


 Anamannhe BSc. ND A meeting. 


*- 


" 
BELINDA | 
L R D, my Dear: I am glad I have met you---I lies 
been at the Exchange ſince, and am fo tix d 
 ARAMINTA. * 
Why, what's the Matter ? 
__BELINDA. 
Oh the moſt inhumane, barbarous Hackney- Coach ! 
I am ng to a Jolly---Am I not horridly touz d? 
[Pulls out 4 * 0 
 _ARAMINTA, 
Yu Head's a little out of order. 
BEALINDA 
A little! O frightful ! What a furious Phyz I Rave! 
O moſt rueful! Ha, ha, * O Gad, I hope no body will 
55 0 2 come 


4 
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come this Way, till I have put myſelf a little in repair 
---Ah ! my Dear-.-I have ſeen ſuch unhewn Creatures 
fince---Ha, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul help thinking 
that I look juſt like one of em- Good Dear, pin this, 
and I'Il tell you ———YVery well——— So, thank 
you my Dear But as I was telling you Piſh, 
this is the untoward'ſt Lock - So, as I was telling you 
How d'ye like me now ? Hidequs, ha? Frightful ſtill? 
Or how? ela 


e ARAMINT 4. 
No, no; you're very well as can be. 
"+ "Eng BELIND A. | 4 
And fo——But where did J leave off, my Dear? [ 
was telling you — f | Cp. 
8 | ARAMINTA. 
You were about to tell me ſomething, Child---but you 
left off before you began. _ | 
PBT F | 
Oh; a moſt comical Sight: A Country Squire, with 
the Equipage of a Wife and two Daughters, came to 
Mrs. Snipwvel!'s Shop while I was there But, O Gad! 
ec ES 
I. warrapt, plump, cherry-cheek d Country Girls. 


% 


J 
Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as Barn- Dor Fowl-: But ſo 
bedeck'd, you would have taken 'em for Friez/and Hens, 
with their Feathers growing the wong way O ſuch 
Out-landiſn Creatures! Such Tamontanæ, and Foreigner; 
to the Faſhion, or any thing in Practice! T had not Pa- 
tience to behold ] undertook theimodelling of one of 
their Fronts, the more modern Ser due 2 
f ĩ òðâ 
hleſs me, Couſin: why would you afftont any Body ſo! 
They might be Gentlewomen ofa very good Family 
3342 E203 ; B A L 7 * 


's 
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B ELIN DA. | 

Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by their Dreſs 
Affront! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken! The poor 
Creature, I warrant, was as full of Curthies, as if I had 
been her Godmother : The Truth on't-is, I did endeayour 
to make her look like a Chriſtiaſe---and ſhe was ſenſi- 


ble of it; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me two Apples 


piping hot, out of an Under. Petticoat Pocket---Ha, ha, 
ha: And t'other did fo ſtare and gape J fancied 
her like the Front of her Father's Hall ; her Eyes were 
the two Jut-Windows, and her Mouth the great Door, 
moſt hoſpitably kept . for the Hate of tra- 


velling Flies. 1 


ARAMINTA. . 

So then; you have been wade area What did they 
buy ? . : a 

-.+.;B'BEINDA. 

Why, the Father bought a Powder-Horn, and's an Mt. 3 
manac, and a Comb-Caſe; the Mother a great Fruz- 
Tower, and a fat Amber - Necklace; the Daughters only 
tore two Pair of Kid-leather Gloves, with trying 'em on 
---Oh Gad, here comes the Fool that din'd at my Lady 
Heelbve s Pother __ 5 


[To them Sir JosEPH and BLUFFE, © 


5 4 RA MI NTA % 


M“ AV be he may not know us again. 
| BELINDA. . 
We'll | put on our Masks to ſecure his Ignorance. _ 
2 [ They 28 on their Masks. 
* E 3 | Sir 


W Oy 
"I 


1 all. — dera — tl 


1 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


Nay, Gad, I'll pick up; I'm refoly'd to make 3 


Night on't---I*11 go to Alderman Fondlewife-by and by, 
and get 5o Pieces more from him. Adflidikins, Bull 
we'll wallow in Wine and Women. Why, this ſame 
Madera-Wine has made me as light as a Graſhopper— 
Hiſt, hiſt, Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tearers? [Sings] 
Look you what here is. Look you what here is —— Till 
2. — A Gad, t'other Glaſs 
of Madera, and I durſt have attack'd 'em in * own 
prope Perſon, without your help. | 
 BLUFFE. 

Come on then, E d'ye know what to 

to ſay to em? 
Sr FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Say: Pooh, Pox, Pve enough to ſay——never fear it 
s that is, if I can but think on't: Truth is, I have 
baut a treacherous Memory. 
B ELIN DA. 

O frightful! Couſin, What ſhall we do * hee ing 

come towards us. 
ARAMINTA. 

No matter——1 ſee Vainloue coming this way 
and, to confeſs my Failing, I am willing to give him an 
Opportunity of making his Peace- with me—and to 
rid me of theſe Coxcombs, when I ſeem oppreſt with 
'em, will be a fair one. 
BLUFF E. 

Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met. 
8 | ARAMINT A, 
We are afraid not. o 
BLUFFE. ; 
What ſays my pretty little Knapſack Carrier? 17 Belin. 
BELIND A. 
0 monſtrous filthy Fellow ! Good * Captain 


Ra, 


„. 


— 2 © 222 
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Huffe, Bluffe, (what is your hideous Name ?) be gone: 
You ſtink of Brandy and Tabacco, moſt Soldier-like. 


W, Foh.. [Sprts, 
ly sir FOSEPH WITTOLL _ 
_ Now am I flap-daſh down in the Mouth, and have not 
8 one Word toſay! [ Aſide. 
] ARAMINTA. 
I hope my Fool has not Confidence enough to be trou- 
ifs bleſome. [ Aide. 
= Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. | 
Hem! Pray, Madam, which way's the Wind ? 

ARAMINTA. . 

to A pithy Queſtion Have you ſent your Wits for 
a Venture, Sir, that you enquire? 
Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 
it | Nay, now I'm in — ] can prattle like a Magpie. 
e [4far. 
NES Fa ACE Sel PIVE Daz Þ X 
: 8 K 1: D6.cE X. 
; [To them) SHARPER and VAainLOVE at ſome diſtance. 
| . B ELIN DA. 
D EAR Araminta, I'm tir'd. 
ARAMINTA. 


'Tis but pulling off our Masks, and obliging Fainlove 
to know us. [I'll be rid of my Fool by fair Means 
Well, Sir Fo/eph, you ſhall ſee my Face but, be 
gone immediately I ſee one that will be jealous, to find 
me in Diſcourſe with * diſcreet----N o Reply; 
but away. | [ Unmacks. 


E 4 1 


* 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL 


The great Fortune, that dined at my Lady Aae | 


Sir Fo/eph, thou art a made Man. Aged, I'm in Love 
up to the Ears. But I'll be diſcreet, and bunt. LAlde. 
a eee. | 

. by the World, P11 ſee your Face. | 

+BELINDA © » 

You ſhall. _ Lal. 

SHARPER. 
| . your humble Servant —we were afraid, you 
would not have given us leave to know you. 
IAN. 

We thought to have been private But we find Fools 
have the ſame Advantage over a Face in a Mask, that a 
Coward has, while the Sword is in the Scabbard- 80 
| were. 2 to draw in our own Defence. 


%% . 
M y „Blood riſes at that Fellow: I can t ſtay where . ; 
N 5 I muſt not draw in the Parr. [e Sir Joſeph. 


Sir 70 SEPA WITTO LI. 
I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my Lodging. 


Ss CE N E XI. 


"2 A ira, en Va INLOVE, SHARPER, 


| SHARPER. 1 
T HERE is in true Beauty, as in -" 9 ſomewhat 
which narrow Souls cannot dare to admire----And 
fee, the Owls are fled, as at the break of Pay 
EEE IND #5 
Very -courtly---I believe, Mr. YVainhwe has hot rubb'd 
his Eyes ſince break of Day neither, he looks as if he 


durſt 


[ 
] 
| 


0 r | its. 


The Ord BATCHEEOR. 81 
durſt not approach- -Nay, come Couſin, be Friends with 


him---I ſwear he looks ſo very fimply, ha, ha, ha, 
Well, a Lover in the State of Separation from his 


Miſtreſs is like a Body without a Soul. Mr. Yainhve, 


ſhall I be bound for your good Behaviour for the future? 
VAINLOP EF. 

Now muſt I pretend Ignorance equal to hers, of what 
ſhe knows as well as I. Aſide.] Men are apt to offend. 
(tis true) where they find moſt Goodneſs to forgive 
But, Madam, I hope I ſhall prove of a Temper, not to 
abuſe * by committing new Offences. 94 

AR AMI N 7 A. 
So cold! 3 Addi. 
3E N D 4. 

T have broke the Ice for you, Mr. Vainkwr, and ſo I 
leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and I will take a 
Turn, and laugh at the Vulgar--- Both the great Vulgar 
and the ſmall----O Gad! I have a great Paſſion for Car 
ley---: Don't you admire him ? 

SHARPER. | 

Oh Madam! He was our Eng/iſh Horace. 

BELINDA. | 

Ah ſo fine! So extremely fine! So every thing i in 
the World that I like---O' Lord, walk this 2 
ſee a . rl give you their Hiſtory.- | 


25 | 2 
e d 


E 5 ee 
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REARC7 OS | . Nee 


s c E N E XII. 


AA u i VIV Io vz. 


4 VAINLOPE. 
Find, Madam, the Formality of the Law muſt be 
1 obſerv'd, tho? the Penalty of it be diſpens'd with; and 
an Offender muſt plead to his Arraignment, . he 
has his Pardon in his Pocket. | 
| ARAMINTA. 
Pm amaz'd ! This Inſolence exceeds t'other ;----who- 
ever has encourag'd you to this Afſurance---preſuming 
.upon the Eaſineſs of my Temper, has much 0 
you, and ſo you ſhall find. 
. FVAINLOPE. | 
| Hey-day! which way now ? Here's fine doubling. 


LAlide. 
IRAMINYT AI. 
Baſe Man ! Was it not enough to affront me with 
your ſaucy Paſſion? : 
%%% „„ 
You have given that Paſſion a yeh kinder Epithet 
than ſaucy, in another Place. 
ARAMINT A. 
Another Place! Some Villanous Deſign to blaſt my 
Honour---But, tho' thou hadſt all the Treachery and 
Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt not lay a Blemiſh on my 
Fame---No, I have not err'd in one favourable Thovght 
of Mankind---How Time might have deceiv'd me in 
ou, I know not; my Opinion was but young, and your 
early Baſeneſs has prevented its growing to a wrong 
Belief--- Unworthy, and ad Be gone, and never 


fee * more. 


kT ACA... ”"S c_— xr fn. gyuasw A) 


* 2 * 1 2 q I 9 
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„4 INL oY E. 
Did 1 dream? Or do I dream? Shall I believe my 
Eyes? or Ears? The Viſion is here ſtill---Your Paſſion, 
Madam, will admit of no farther reaſoning---But here's 
a ſilent Witneſs of your Acquaintance. 
| [Takes out the Letter, and offers it; She fnatches 
it, and throws it away. © 
„ RAMINTEG >< 
There's Poiſon in every thing you touch---Bliſters will 
follow--- 
7 4 INLOYE. 
That Tongue, which denies what the Hands have done. 
ARAMINTA. © 
Still myſtically, ſenſeleſs, and impudent---] find I muſt 
leave the Place. 
VAINLOPFE. 
| No, Madam, Pm gone---She knows her Name's to 
it, which ſhe will be unwilling to expoſe to the Cenſure 
of the firſt Finder. | 
AR AMIN 7 the + 
. Obſtinacy made me blind, to what Wo- | 


man's Curiofity now tempts me to fee. [Takes up the Letter. 


” 4 
— — Ga l — "i - & ' vi > N Ls . — 8 iy 29 2 
. J i, - 1 * 0 7 * 4 \ — \ ” — 4 — 4 * — 
N * > — 7 * j 2. — Geo ö ö I »/ * 
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8 C E N E XI. 
B R L IN D 4, SHARPER. 


B ELIN DA. 
New. we have ſpared no Body, I (wear. Mr. Sharper, 
you're a pure Man; where did you get this ex- 
cellent * of Railin gf 


S H A R- 


0 
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SHARPER... | 
Faith, Madam, the Talent 'was born with — 
— confeſs, I have taken care to improve it; to n 
me for the Society of Ladies. 
B ELIN DA. 3 
Nay, ſure Railing is the beſt Qualification in a Wo- 
man's * 


Toe them] Foor MAR. 


| SHARPER. . 
H E ſecond beſt indeed I think. 
BELINDA 
* now, Pace ? Where's my Couſin ? 
FOOTMAN. | 
She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to . if 
your Ladyſhip would have the Coach come again for you ? 
BELINDA. 
O Lord, no, I'll go along with her. Cone, Mr. 
Sharper, 


| $SCENE 


* 


— 
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3 == 

Dee e 
f 0 

-)) AQ. 1 a) 


A eee 


LTITIA hd BeLLMOUR, his Choke, Hat, &c. 
Hing looſe about the Chamber. 


BELLMOUR. 


ER Es no Body, nor no Noiſe twas nothing 
but your Fears. 
LATITIA, „ 
J durſt have ſworn, I had heard my Monſter 8 voice | 
I ſwear, I was heartily e cel how 
my Heart beats. ; 


BEL LMO UR. 
Tis 2 an 1 Alarm to N Come i in again, ag let 
FONDLE FE 3 
Cocky, Cocky, where are you b ? I'm come 


HONG: 
| L . 
Anh! There he is. Make haſte, gather up your Things. 
FONDLEWIFE. 
Cocky, Cocky, open the Door. 
| BELLMOUR. 
Pox choke him, would his Horns were in his Throat? 
* Patch, my Patch. | 
' [Looking alant, and rathering up his Things. | 
LATITIA. | 
My Jewel, art thou there? No matter for your Patch 
Mou $'an't tum in Nkin----Run into my Chamber, 


W 9 ou s'an't tum in. 
| Foxx. 


wr * 

n * 7 ab ** 
F bt 
* 
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FONDLEWIFE 


Ways pr”ythee, Dear, i'feck I'm in haſte. 
LATITIA. | 


Then PFllet you in. 5 [Opens the Door. 


LaTiTIa, FoxpLewirs, Sir Jos Ern WITToOLL, 


TY FONDLEWIPFE. 
"IS S, Dear-----I met the Maſter of the Ship by the 
Way-------And I muſt have my Papers of enero 


out of your Cabinet. 
LA 71 774. 


Oh ! I'm undone ! ON [Afar 
Sir FOSEPHWITTOLYI. 


Pray, firſt let me have'5o 1. good Alderman, for I'm 


in haſte. 
FONDLEWIFE. _ 
A hundred has alredy been paid, by your Order. Fifty ? 
IT have the Sum N56 in * in my Cloſet. 


SCENE XvI.. 


LATETL A, Sir Jos Ern Wirrorr. 


5 Sir 70 EPE WITTOLL. 
ic AD, it's a curious fine, pretty Rogue; I'll ſpeak 
to her—Pray, Madam, what News Ne hear ? 
LATITIA. 


Sir, 1 ſeldom ſtir abroad. [Vall about in Dikiedes. : 
r 
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Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 


1 wonder at that, Madam, for tis moſt curious ane 


Weather. 
LAETITI 4 
Methinks * t has been very ill Weather. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
As you ſay, Madam, tis pretty bad Oe and has 
been ſo a great while. 


FOCYL SY XVII. 


[To them] FonpLuwiys. 8 


FONDLEWIFE. 
E RE are fifty Pieces in this Purſe, Sir Foſeph— 
If you will tarry a Moment, till I fetch my Papers, 


I'll wait upon you down Stairs. 
LATITIA. | 
Ruin'd paſt Redemption! What ſhall I do — Ha this 


and cries out. | Stand off, rude Ruffian. Help me, my 
Dear O bleſs me! why will you leave me alone with 
ſuch a Sat 1? 
® FONDLEWIFE. 
Bleſs us ! What's the Matter ? What s the Matter ? 

| LATITIA. 


came open-mouth'd upon me, and would have raviſh'd a 


Kiſs from me by main Force. 
Sir FO SEPH WITTOLL. 


Alderman ? 


>) 
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Fool may be of uſe. [{fde.} [A. Fondlewife is going into 
the Chamber, he runs to Sir Joſeph, almoſt puſhes him daun, 
Your Back was no ſooner turn'd ; hs like a 3 * | 


OLord! O terrible! Ha, 1 1 ha, is oy em 
e 
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"LETITIA © | 


oh ! I'm fick with the Fright ; won't you take him, out | 
of my Sight? 


FONDLEWIFE. 

Oh Traitor Tm aſtoniſh'd, O bloody- minded Trai- 
_—_ 
Sir FOS EP WITTOLL. 

Hey-day | Traitor yourſelf----By the the Lord Harry, 
I was 1 in \-moſt Danger of being raviſh'd, if you-go to that, 

F ONDLEVIFE. | 

Oh, how the blaſphamous Wretch deen out of my 
Houſe, thou Son of the Whore of Babylon; Offspring of 
Bell and the Dragon----Bleſs us! Raviſh my Wife! my 
_ Dinah! Oh Shechemite ! Be gone I ſay. 

Sir FOS EPH FITTOLL 
Why, the Devil's in the TON | I think, 


x S CE NE xIx. 


* LETITIIA, FONDLEWIPE, 


N x 
i 


LETITIA. 


ny H] won't you follow, and ſee him out of Doors, my 
Dear 3 | * 
FONDLEWIF E. | 
I'll ſhut the Door, to ſecure him from coming back 
Give me the Key of your Cabine, Cocky-----Raviſh 
my Wife before my Face! I warrant he's a Papiſt in his 
Heatty at leaſt, if not a French Man. | 
LE ET114, | 
What can I do now! [4jde.] Oh! my Dear, I have 
been in a a Fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 


* Spintext has a fad Fit of the Cholic, and is forced to 
lie 


* 
ö 


. 


at 
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lie Yon wen: our Bed----You'll diſturb him ; Fenn n tread 


ſoftlier. 
p ON D L E N. 8 
Alack poor Man-------no, no, ----you don't ien the 
Papers 1 won't diſturb him; give me the Key. 
[She gives him the Key, goes to the Chamber Door, and 


ſpeaks aloud. 
„„ SOIREUIT IE: a 
Tis no Body but Mr. Fondlewife, Mr. „ lie ſtill 
on your Stomach; lying on your Stomach, will eaſe you 1 
of the Cholic. * 


8 
1 


27 


| FONDLEWIFE. 4 
Ay, AY, lie ſill ; —_ let me diſturb Ps 


CY 


r 


/ 75 VS Y © : DA * 
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Lari, alin. 


1 2 711 71 4. | 1 


oy RE, when he does not ſee his Pics, he won't dif - 
cover him. Dear Fortune help me but this once, and 

Ell never run into thy Debt nn this W 
is the Devil. 


es 
ver d. 


and innocent 
ay, 1 here: 5 0e Meeri! ! 


s CN E Xx. 
Fon bTZWIT E returns with Papers. 


l FONDLEVIFE. 

OOD lack! good lack ] profeſs, the poor 
Man is in great Torment, be lies as flat — Dear, 

5 u ſhould heat a Trencher, or a Napkin Where's 
#borah ? Let her clap ſome warm thing to his Stomach, 
or Chafe it with a warm Hand, rather than fail. What 
Book's this ? [Sees the Book that Bellmour forget. 

LATIT FA. 14 


My 2 5 Prayer Book, Dear. -Pray Heay' n it 
be a Prayer- Book. 2 


FONDLEWIFE. 


Good Man! I warrant he dropped it on purpoſe, that 


_ might take it up, and read ſome of thoſe pious Ejacu- 
lations [Taking up the Book] O bleſs me ! O monſtrous! A 
Prayer- Book ? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater-Noft er. Hold, 
let me ſee; The Innocent Adultery. ; 


LETITIA. 
n now all's ruin'd again. [Ade 
Damn'd Chance ! If I had gone a Whoring with the 


BELLMOUR, Peeping. 


\ FONDLEWIFE. 
10 Lord ! ! Ho Doctrine! ! 


# of Picty in my Pocket, I had never been diſco- 
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 LATITIA, 0 
Dd ING I'm amaz'd : Sure it is a good | 1 
| Books, and _ tends to the See of Sin. 8 ® 


-4 # ; APE 
* "a 
. * < 
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FONDLEWIFE. | 
geladen! No, no, ſomething went farther than 
Speculation when I was not to be let in Where is this 
Apocryphal Elder! I'll ferret him. ; 
„ 
I'm ſo diſtrated, I can't think of a Lie. [ Abar. 


SCENE, XXIL. 


LE TITIA, and FonDLEWiPs haling out B8LLMW OUR: bs 
 FONDLEWIFE, £ 
Cir ME out here, thou Ararias incarnate Who, 
how now ! Who have we here ? ** | 
L £A T17 14, . 
"hs ! 95 C5 5r abr, as aum. a 
| F o LEVIFE. 8 


Oh, thou ſalacious Woman Am I then brutified ? 
Ay, I feel it here; I ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, Lam 
ripe-horn-mad. But who in the Devil's Name are your 
Mercy on me for ſwearing. But—— © 


LATITIA. i 
Oh, Goodneſs keep us ? Who's this? Who ar 
What are you? * — 
Soh. oy TS 
. L77714. | * 


In the Name of the------O ! Good, my Dear, don't” 
come near it, an 


Dear. 
; FON- 


1 


3 + * 
4 -% 
„ 

es. ©, 

- 

: 1,6 


D BATCHELOR, 


FONDLEWIFE.. 7 
Indeed, and I have Horns, Dear. The Devi 
am afrald 5 it is the Fleſh, thou Harlot. . Dear, with the 
Pox. Come Siren, ſpeak, * who i is this reyerend, 
brawny Paſtor ? . „„ 
22 7777 „ 
Indeed, and indeed now my dear Njkit----l | never ſaw 
this wicked Man before. 3 
FONDLEWIFE. a 
Ob, it i is a Man then, it ſeems. 
FCC ; 
| Rather, ſure it is a Wolf in the clothing of a Sheep, 
” FONDLEWTIFE. © 
Thou art a Devil in his proper clothing, Woman's 
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- Fleſh. What, you know nothing of him, but his Fleece 


here l. Vou don t love Mutton e Magdalen une 
r 3 
_ B ELLMO U R.. 
wel, now I know my Cue That is, very 
8 to excuſe her, and very t e Mule 


—_ 


I 271717 4. 
Why then; I wiſh I may never enter into the Heav'n 


| of your Embraces again, my Dear 9 if ever I ſaw ms Face 


before. 
F 0 VP L E 2 FPS. 
O lord! O ſtrange! I am in admiration of your Im- 


= — Look at him a little better; he is more mo- 


eſt, I warrant you, than to deny it. Come, were you 


* twoinever Face to Face before ? Speak. 


3 


BELL MOUR. 
Since all Artifice is vain— And 1 think myſelf obliged 
Tpeak the Truth in Juſtice to your Wife No. 
»* FONDLEWIFE, 


Humph. Fo 
„ LZ. 
| - — * 

* 5 - 3 5 


- 


x E 
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9 YE 


2 — 


The « . narennk on. 93 


Is LE TI 77A. 


Ne, indeed Dear. | „ "of bY. 


OD EE. 


25 Nax, I find you are both in a Story; that In muſt con- 


Ff But, what not to be cured of the Cholic? 
Don” t you know your Patient, Mrs. DPuack? Oh, lie upon 
your Stomach, Mi upon your:Stomach will cure you of 
the Cholie. l Anſwer me, ane ?, I 
L434 ETA: 8 
Lk hp: clic Man anſwer for bimſelf; toes he 


think that I have nothing to do but excuſe him; tis 


enough, if I. can Clear. = own naa des own 
N 4 | 3 
Fort my troth, and-C0- 64 ——1 bare been aide. to 
backward, that's the aach , ro! oc fo wats ang | 
1 3 FONDLEWIPE. "R781 
8 en, who are hs in the firlt Place? ond wha 
are you? 


w: 3 


_ 


BELLMOUR. 
A Whore: maſter. 68. 


142 0 LEER. 
* Conciſe. 2347 55 Mel 5115 e 
I 71 774. 
8 bee ne l ns 1 A 
| FONDL EWIPE.. en 3: 


Well Sir, and what eame you hither for? 
* 8 BE LE. M'O UR. ssl 712 W. BE. 
| To li with your Wife,  -_ ir * wo 

ve, FONDLEWIFZ. 

Good 892 very ein OO this 1 3s ant I bet 


eve rh” Truth. | l Jen at | 


TESITIG (i 1d hel 
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FONDLEWIFE © 


Well, Sir—— Pray be cover d— and you have 


Heh! You have finiſh'd the Matter, hey? And I am, as 
I ſhould be, a ſort of a civil Perquiſite to a Whore-maſter, 
call'd a Cucko/d, heh. Is it not ſo ? Come, I'm inclining 


to believe every Word you ſay. 
—_— BELLM OUR. 


Why, Faith, I muſt confeſs, ſo I defign'd you---But, 


you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and hinder'd 
the making of your own Fortune. 
: FONDLEWIFE. 

_Humph. Nay, if you mince the matter once, and go 
back of your Word, you are not the Perſon I took you 
for. 

aſham'd of your Profefſion--------Confeſs, confeſs, I ſhall 
love thee the better for't----I ſhall, i feck - What, doſt 
think I don't know how to behave myſelf in the Em- 
ployment of a Cuckold, and have been three Years Ap- 
prentice to Matrimony ? Come, come, Plain-dealing is 


a Jewel. 


BELLMOUR. a 

Well, fince I ſee thou art a good honeſt Fellow, I'll 
confeſs the whole Matter to thee. 7 a 
FONDLEWIFE. „ 


Oh, I am a very honeſt Fellow) Vou never lay with 
an honeſter Man's Wife in your Life. 
| LATITIA”\ Let 4 
How my Heart akes! All my Comfort lies in his Im- 
pudence, and Heav'n be prais'd, he has a conſiderable 


Portion. 

'  BELLMOUR. 
In ſhort then, I was inform'd of the Opportunity of your 
Abſence, by my Spy, (for faith, honeſt aac, I have 
a long time deſign'd thee this Favour) I knew Spinteæt 
was to come by your Direction — But I laid a Trap for 


him, 


2 , 


# 


Come, come, go on boldly-------- What, don't be 


[ Aha. 


Aa an "kr r 1 nA 


A bu 
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him, * procured bis Habit; ; in which, I paſs'd upan 
your Servants, and was conducted hither. I pretended a 


Fit of the Cholic, to excuſe my lying down upon your | 


Bed; hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her good Nature 
would bring her to adminiſter Remedies for my Diſtem- 
per-----You know what might have follow'd-----But like 
an uncivil Perſon, you knock d at the Door, before your 
Wife was come to me. 
__FONDLEWIFE. 
Ha! This is Apocryphal ; I may chooſe whether I will 


believe it or no. 
BELLMOUR. 


That you may, faith, and I hope you won't believe 


a Word on't----But I can't help telling the Truth, for my 


Life, 
.  FONDLEWIFE. 
How ! would you not have me believe you, fay you * 
- SEALLIMOUR. 

No, for then you muſt of Conſequence part with your 
Wife, and there will be fome Hopes of having her upon 
the Public; then the Encouragement of a ſeparate Main- 
tenance--=- | o 

3 FONDLEWIFE. 

No; no, for that Matter----when ſhe and I part, ſhe'll 
carry her ſeparate Maintenance about her. 

LATITIA. 


Ah, cruel Dear, how can you be ſo barbarous? You'll 


break my Heart, if you talk of parting. | [Cries. 
FONDLEWIFE. | 
Ah, diſſembling Vermin 
BELLMOUR. 4 
How can'ſt thou be ſo cruel, aac? Thou haſt the 
Heart of a Mountain- Tiger. By the Faith of a ſincere 
Sinner, ſhe's Innocent for me. Go to him, Madam, 
fling your mowy Arms about his ſtubborn Neck; bath 
| kis 


J 
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| his bh Face 3 in your ſalt trickling > Tears. 

1 [She goes and bangs «pon bis Neck, 25 kiffes him. © el. 

1 moaur / es her Hand bebind Fondlewife's Back. 

1 So, a few ſoft Words, and a Kils, and the pod? Man 
melts. - See how kind Nature a] and boils er! in 


- 
” 1 
* 2 4 il 
* 


* 


"LE TT IA. 

Indeed, my Dear, I was but {bars Ru Stairs 
when you knock'd at the Door; and the Maid. told me 
Mr.  Spintext was ill of the Cholic; upon our Bed, And 
won't you 5 to me, Cruel Min Indeed, T1 die, if 


t. 
ae, 5 FONDLEWIFE. ON 
Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, my Heart's ſo full 
J have been a tender Husband, a tender Voke- Fellow); you 
know I have But thou haſt been a faithleſs Dalilab, 
and the Phil fines — Heb! Art thou not vile and unclean, 


"Heb? ak. Meepin 
22 85 kł᷑r a4. Fo . 
No-h. Sz hin 
3 uber 5 * 

4 Ons n believe thgee! 
C | 
Ob. 'my Heart will break. Le, 2 to 2 
FO NDLEWIF | 


Heh, how ! No, ſlay, ſtay, 35 will believe Ahe, il 
——Pray bend her forward, Sir. be 
LA T1141 4. 
Oh! Oh! Where is my Dear 7. 8 
FONDLEWIFE ' 
Here, here; I do belieye 1568. 11 pn dan, 


1 Eyes. 3 1 
ID . E 2 L M O. $4 
For my part, lam ſo charm'd y 10 We Love of Sour 
"Turtle 


* |; 


ll 


ur 
le 


Turtle to you, that o go and ſolicit . with 


all my Might and Main. 


FONDLEWIFE. 


97 


Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, tis well enough. 
No Thanks to you, Sir, for her Virtue. - -But, I'll ſhow 
you the Way out of my Houſe, if you pleaſe. Come, 
my Dear, Nay, I will believe thee, I do, i'feck. f 


B ELLM OUR. 


See the great Bleſſing of an eaſy Faith; . can- 


not err. 


No Huchand, by his Wife, can be deceiv'd ; 
She ſtill is virtuous, if ſhe's . belizy'd. 


End of the Fourth AS. 


Sy, I I follow you: 


24A E F V. SCENE I 
SCENE, The Street. 


BELLMOUR in Fanatic Habit, SETTER, 
HEARTWELL, Lucy. f 


| BELLIMOUR. 
TER ! Well encounter'd. 

— X. 

Joy of your Return, Sir, Have you made 

[FE a good Voyage? or have you Eg your 
y own Lading back ? | 
BELLMOUR. 

No, I have brought nothing but Balleſt back 
made a delicious Voyage, Setter; and might have rode 
at Anchor in the Port- till this Ti ime, but the Enemy 
furpris'd us I would unrig. 
SETTER. 


I attend you, Sir. 
BELLMOUR. 

Ha! Is not that Heartave!/ at Sylvia's Door! Be gone 

I would not be known. 

TRE take os Ce: and Juſt i in my way. 


* SETEN 


* 25 5 5 by 
. ; ; 7 
: at 


ons Der enn om 9 
er Wo) NE Ch 
e fir 


BELLMOUR, HEaARTWELL, Lex. 


1 
HEART ELI. | 
| Bout Impatient till it be done. 
LUC. Y. 
That may be, without troubling yourſelf to go again 
for your Brother's Chaplain. Don't you ſee that ſtalking 
Form of Godlineſs ? 5 1 
| HEARTW E LL . | 
O ay; he's a Fanatic. | b 
E99. | 
An Executioner qualified to do your Buſineſs, He has | 
been lawfully ordain'd. | 
| HEARTWELL, | 
Fll pay him well, if you'll break the Matter to him. 1 
r | 
lv warrant you---Do you go and prepare your . 
NN | 
SCENE III. 
B Rx L IL MoO u R, Lor. b | 
 ..-, BELLMOUR. 'Y 
U MPH, fits the Wind there? — What a lucky 
Rogue am I ! Oh, what Sport will be here, if 1 
can n perſuade this . to Secrecy ? 
” mT 


; bu \ 
f REN 5 * 
* # 
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| | E CT. 
Sir : Reverend Sir, 
BELLMOUR. 
Madam. [ Difeovers him/zlf 
EUCT tr 
Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upon me Mr. Bellmeur! MY m 
is it you? 
| BELLMOUR, 
Even I. What doſt think ? 
LD: C: YT. 
Think ! That 1 ſhould not believe my Eyes, and that 
you are not what you ſeem to be. 
BELLMOU R. 
True. But to convince thee who I: am, thou know'! 
my old Token. [Kiffes ber 
„ Ther | 
| Nay, Mr. Bellmour ; O Lard ! I believe you are a 
n in good earneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. 
BELLMOUR. 
Well, your Buſineſs with me, Lacy ? 
Ab SPC, 
I had none, but through Millake, 
e. | 
Which Miſtake you muſt go thorough with, Lucy. 
Come, I know the Intrigue between Hear rel] and your 
Miſtreſs ; and you miſtook me for Tribulation Spintext, to 
marry *em---Ha ? Are not Matters in this Poſture ?-... 
| Confeſs ;---Come, I'll be faithful; I will faith, —— 
Wn What, Diffide in me, Lucy? 
A 1 | 
Alas-a-day ! You and Mr. Vainlove, between you, have eaſ 
tuin'd my poor Miſtreſs : You have made a Gap in her but 
Reputation; and can you blame her if ſhe make it up der 
with a Husband ? | 


”” - REEL O UR. 
6 Well, is it as I ſay? _ LUCY. 


I —_ 
A A 


The OLD BATCHnELOR. or 
IFC | | 
wel, is it then: But you'll be ſecret ? 
B E L LMO UR. 

Phuh, Secret, ay: And to be out of thy Debt, I 1 u. 
truſt thee with another Secret. Your Miſtreſs muſt not: 
marry Heartwell, Lucy, 
LUCY. Z 
How! O Lend! 1 | 
BELLMO U R, 

Nay, don't be in Paſſion, Lucy : I'll 1 a fit - 

ter Husband for her.--- Come, here's Rarneſ of my good 
Intentions for thee too; let this mollify. [ Gives her 
Money. ] Look you, Heartavell is my Friend: and tho? 


he be blind, I muſt not ſee him fall into the Snare, and; 


unwittingly marry a Whore. 
ATC | 
Whore ! 1d have you to know my Miltreſs ſcorns—— 
| BELLMOUR. | | F 
' Nay, nay, Look you, Lucy; there are Whores of as. 
good Quality.----But to the Purpoſe, if you will give 
me leave to acquaint you with it,----Do you carry on 
the Miſtake of me: I'll marry 'em.---Nay, don't pauſe ; 


If you do, Pll ſpoil all.] have ſome private Rea- 


ſons for what I do, which I'Il tell you within. — In 
the mean time I promiſe, —and rely upon me,. to 
help your Miſtreſs to a Husband: Nay, and thee too, 
Lucy Here's my Hand, I will; with a freſh A. 
1 5 5 [ves her more Monty. 
LU 
Ah, the Devil is not fo cunning. — You know my 
eaſy Nature. Well, for once T1] venture to ſerve you; 
but if you do deceive me, the Curſe of all kind, ten - 
der hearted Women light upon you. 


F$- BEL TL- 


- as 
f Me 


— 
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| BELL MOUR. 
= That's as much: as to ay, The Pox take me. Well, lead 


— | | | 0 
7 | h 
VAINLOVE, SHARPER, and SETTER. 
SHARPER. : 
UST now, ſay you, gone in with Lucy? b 
S N. 
I faw him, Sir, and ſtood at the Corner OA you 
found me, and over-heard all they 4 Mr. Bellmow ; 
is to marry 'em. 8 
. SHARPER. | | 
| Ha, ha; ; "twill be a pleaſant Cheat. — I II plague | 
'  Heartwell when I fee him. Pr'ythee Frank, let's teaze 
him ; make him fret "till he foam at the Mouth, and diſ- 


gorge his Matrimonial Oath with Imereſt———Come, 
11 rt Duſty wo— | 
8 7 7 E R. | 
I Sharper.) Sir, a Word with "ug C hifpers * 
YVAINLOYFE. 
| Sharper ſwears ſhe has forfworn the Letter I'm 
ſure he tells me Truth; but I am not ſure ſhe told 
| Kat Truth: — Yet ſhe was unaffectedly concern'd, he 4 
ſays; and often bluſh'd with Anger and Surpriſe :!— 
And fo I remember in the Park. —She had Reaſon, if I 
we her----I begin to doubt. 
| SHARPE R. 


_ Say'ſt thou ſo! | | 
" AT 7 E R. f 
This Afternoon, Sir, about an Hour before my Maſ- 
ter receiv a the Letter. 
S HA K- 


* 


— 
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SHARPER. 
In my Conſcience, like enough. 
SEET EE: 
Ay, I know her, Sir, at leaſt, I'm ſure J can fiſh it R 
out of her : She's the very Slace to her Lady's Secrets: 
bis but ſetting her Mill a going, and I can drain 
her of em all. 
SHARPER. | 
Here, Frank, your Blood-hound has made out the 
Fault: This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw, is coun- 
terfeit; only a Trick of Sylvia in Revenge, contriv d ; 


by Lucy, 
VAINLOPE. 

Ha! It has a Colour,. But how do you know 
it, Sirrah ? | 

SETTER. 

I do ſuſpect as much; becauſe why, Sir,---She was 
| pumping me about how your Worſhip' s Affairs ſtood to- 
wards Madam Araminta;. as, when you had ſeen her 
laſt? when you were to ſee her next ? and, where you 
were to be found at that time? and ſuch like, 

| FAINLOPYFE. | | 

And where did you tell her? | 1 

es SETTER. | 

In the Piazza. 

VAINLOPFYE. | 
There I receiv'd the Letter It muſt be ſo 
And why 6d you not find me out, to tell me this * 


Sot ? 
5 SETTER. 
Sir, I was Pimping for Mr. Bellnour. . 
SHARPER. | 


You were well employ'd —— 1 think there is no 
Objection to the Excuſe. 


F 4. _ 


|  F4INLOPE. 

- Pox o' my ſaucy Credulity— If I have loſt her, I de. 
ſerve} it, But if Confeſſion and Repentance be of Force, 
Fil win her, or weary her into a Forgiveneſs, 

SHARPER. 
Methinks J long to ſee Bellnour come forth. 


* 
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SHARPER, BELLMOUR, SETTER, 
"ALK of the Devil. — See where he comes. d 
SHARPER. 


Hugging himſelf in his proſperous Miſchief — No 
real Fanatic can look better pleas d after a ſucceſsful Ser- 
mon of Sedition, 
| BELL MOUR. | 

Sharper Fortify thy Spleen: Such a Jeſt Speak 
when thou art ready. 

SHARPER. 

Now, were I ill-natur'd, would I utterly diſappoint thy 
Mirth ; Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeſt, with as much 
Gravity as a Biſhop hears Venereal Cauſes in the Spiritual 
Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my Face with one 
Smile; but let thee look ſimply, and laugh by thyſelf. 

BE 6EMOQUR. :. 

P'ſhaw, no; I have a better Opinion of thy Wit.— 

Gad, I defy thee. 


SHARPER. 
Were it not loſs of Time, you ſhould make the Ex- 
periment. But honeſt Setter, here, over-heard you with 
Lucy, and has told me all. 


BELL 


„ 


e, 


'em; and, hark- ye 
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- BEL M OUR | 

Nay then, I thank thee for not putting me out of 
Countenance. But, to tell you ſomething you don't 
know. got an Opportunity (after I had marry'd em) 
of diſcovering the Cheat to Sylvia. She took it at firſt, . 
as another Woman would the like Diſappointment ; but 
my Promiſe to make her amends quickly with another 
Husband, ſomewhat pacify'd her: 

SHARPER. 

But how the Devil do you think to acquit yourſelf of 

your Promiſe ? Will you marry her yourlelf ? 
| BELLMOUR. | 

I have no ſuch Intentions at preſent— Pr 'ythee, wilt 

thou think a little for me? I am ſure the i ingenious Mr. 


Setter will aſſiſt. 
SE TTE K. 
O Lord, Sir! 


: BEL L MOUR.- 
Til leave him with you, and go ſhift my Habit. 


9 © E N E VI: 


SHARPER, SETTER, Sir JosEPn WITTOLL, 
ad BLUFFE. | 

SHARPER. | 

"EH ! Sure, Fortune has ſent this Fool hither. on 


+ Purpoſe. Setter, ſtand cloſe ; ſeem not to oblerve 
I biſpers. 


BLUFFE. 
Fear him not—T am prepar'd for him now; and he 

ſtall find he might have ſafer rous'd a flec} Ping Lion. 

Eo: Sir 


— 
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Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 


Huſh, huſh'; Don't you ſee him? 
. 


Shew him to me. Where is he ? 
Sir FOSEPHWITTOLL. 
' Nay, don't ſpeak fo loud----T don't jeſt, as J did 2 
little while ago--- Look yonder--- -A-gad, if he ſhould 
hear the Lion roar, he'd cudgel him into an Aﬀs, and 
his primitive Braying. Don't you remember the Story 
in AÆſep's Fables, Bully? R gad, there are good Morals 
to be pick'd out of A#/op's Fables, let me tell you that ; 
and Renard the Fox too. 
"BLUFFE. 
Damn your Morals. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL, 
Pr'ythee don't ſpeak ſo loud. 
BLUFFE. 

Damn your Morals ; T muſt revenge the Aﬀront done 
to my Honour. Il a bu Voice. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting You 


may diſpoſe of your own Fleſh as you think fitting, d'ye 


fee ; 2 eons by the Lord Harry, Pl leave you. 
[Stealing away upon his Tip-toes, 
BLUFFE. 
Predigious! What, will you forſake your F riend i in Ex- 


tremity I You can't in Honour refuſe to carry him a Chal- 


lenge. [ 4lmoſt whiſpering, and treading fe 0 ofter him, 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Pr'ythee, what do you ſee in my Face, that looks as 


if I would carry a Challenge ? Honour is your Province, 


Captain; take it —— All the World know me to be a 
Knight, and a Man of Worfhip. 


S ETT BR. 
I warrant you, Sir Tm inſtructed . | : 
. = SHA R- 


NC 
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| SHARPER. | 
Impoſlible ! Araminta take a liking to a Fool ! | Ahad. 
S 
Her Head runs on nothing elſe, nor ſhe can talk of 


nothing elle. 

| CCC N 

I know ſhe commended him all the while we were in 

the Park ; but I thought it had been only to make Yain- 

hue jealous 
Sir FOSEFPH WITTOLL. 

How's this! Good Bully, hold your Bren and let's 
hearken. A-gad, this muſt be I. 
SHARPER. 

Death, it can't be,---An Oaf, an Idiot, a Wittal. 
Sir FOSE PH WITTOLL. 
Ay, now it's out; tis I, my own Individual Perſon, 
| SHARPER. | 
A Wretch, that has flown for Shelter to the loweſt. 
Shrub of Mankind, and ſeeks Protection from a, blaſted ; 
Coward, 


Sir (OTTER WITTOLL. 

That's you, Bully Back. ¶ Bluffe frowns upon Sir Joſeph... 

* 

She has given Yaintwe her Promiſe, to marry him be- 
fore to morrow morning----Has ſhe not? [To Setter. 

| I Bo of 047 0, 

She has, Sir ;----And J have it in Charge to attend 

her all this Evening i in order to conduct her to the Place 


appointed, 
"SHARPER: | 
Well, I'll go and inform your Maſter; and do yon 
preſs her to make all the Haſte imaginable. 


* 


S GNR 
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8 E N vir 


SETTER, Sir Jo3EPH. WITTOLL, BLUFFE. 


SE TT ER 


W ERE I Xx Rog ue now, what a noble Prize could 
I diſpoſe of A goodly Pinnace, richly. laden, and. 
to Janch forth under my auſpicious Convoy. Twelve 
thouſand Pounds, and all her Rigging ; beſides what lies 
_conceal'd under Hatches Ha! all this committed to 
my Care! Avant Temptation. Setter, ſhew thyſelf 
a Perſon of Worth; be true to thy Truſt, and be re- 
puted honeſt, Reputed honeſt ! Hum: Is that all 2; Ay: 
For to be honeſt is-nothing ; the Reputation of it is all. 
Reputation! What have ſuch poor Rogues as I to do 
with Reputation? 'tis above us; and for Men of Quality, 
they are above it; ſo that Reputation is e'en as fooliſh: a 
thing as Honeſty. And for my part, if I meet Sir Jo- 
ſeph with a Purſe of Gold in his Hand, Ill diſpoſe of 
mine to the beſt Advantage. 1 
Sir 70 SEPHVITTOII. 
Heh, heh, heh : Here 'tis for you, i' faith, Mr. Setter. 
Nay, I'll take you at your Word. [Chinking a Purſe, 
SETTER. 
Sir 7o/eph and the Captain too! undone, undone |! I'm 
undone, my Maſter's undone, my Lady's undone, and 
all- the Buſineſs is undone. | 
r , » 
No, no, never fear, Man, the Lady's Buſineſs ſhall be 
: dong. What — C ome, Mr. Setter, I * over- heard all, 


> and 
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and to ſpeak, is but loſs of Time; but if there be Oc- 
caſion, let theſe worthy Gentlemen intercede for me, 

keen him Gold. 
8-83 T N. 
0 Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? Corrupt my Honefty ! 
— They have indeed very perfuading Faces. But. 
Sir FOSEPHWITTOLL. 


"Tis too little, there” s more, Man. There, take all---- 
Now 


8 F 7 T E R. | 
Well, Sir Toe ph, mw have ſuch a winning way with 
you — 


Sir JOSEPH WITTOLL. 

And how, and how, good Setter, did the little Ropes 
look, when ſhe talk'd of Sir Fo/zph ? Did not her Eyes 
twinkle, and her Mouth water? Did not ſhe pull up her 
little Bubbies ? And—A-gad, Im ſo overjoy'd 
And ſtroke down her Belly > and then ſtep aſide to tie 
her Garter, when ſhe was thinking of her Love? Hey, 


Setter! 
von SETTER. 
Oh. ves, Sir. „„ 09” Ca 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 

How now, Bully ? What, melancholy, becauſe Pm. 
in the Lady's Favour ?----No Matter, ll make your 
Peace----I know they were a little ſmart upon vou 
But I warrant, Fll bring you into the Lady's good. 
Graces. 

BLUFFE.. | 
Pe'ſnaw, I have Petitions to ſhow, from other: gueſs 

Toys than ſhe. Look here; Theſe were ſent me this 
Morning — There, read, [Shows Letters.] That 
That's a Scrawl of Quality. Here, here's from a Coun- 
teſs too, Hum ----No, hold---that's from a Knight's 

Wite, 


* 
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Wife, ſhe ſent it me by her Husband — But here, both 
theſe are from Perſons of great Quality 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL 
They are either from Perſons of great Quality, or no 
| Quality at all, *tis ſuch a damn'd ugly Hand. 
[pile Sir Joſeph reads, Bluffe whiſpers Setter. 
rr 
Captain, I would do any thing to fie you ! but this 
is ſo difficult | 
BLUFFE. 
Not at all. Don't I know him? 
SETTER. 
| You'll remember the Conditions: 
: BLUFFE. 
Tu give't you under my Hand In the mean 
time here's Earneſt. [Gives him Money. ] Come, Knight,--- 
I'm capitulating with Mr. Setter for you. 
Sir FOSEPH WITTOLL. 
Ah, honeſt Serrer ;----Sirrah, I'll give thee any og 
but a * Lodging. | 


im 


SHARPER fupging in HEARTWELL, 


SORTER. 


Nr AY, Pr 'ythee leave Railing, and come along with 
: May be ſhe mayn't be within. Tis but to 


vyond' Sommer Boss. 


H EAR TVE LZ. 2 
"Whither ! Whither ? Which Corner-houſe ? : 
L HA R- 
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| SHARPER. 
Why there: The two white Poſts. 
HEARTWYE LL. 
And who would you viſit there, ſay you? (O's an how | 
my Heart akes.) | 
SHARPER. 
Pe'ſnhaw, thou'rt ſo troubleſome and nquifitive—Why, 

Til tell you; Tis a Young Creature that Faiafove de- 
bauch'd, and has forſaken. Did you never hear Bellmour 
chide him about Sylvia? 

HEARTW E LL. | 
Death, and Hell, and Marriage! My Wife ! fide. 
rey SCRE FR: v 
Why thou art as muſty as a new marry'd Man, that 
had found his Wife Knowing the firſt Night. 
| HEART VE LL. 

Fell, and the Devil! Does he know it? But, hold 
If he ſhould not, I were a Fool to diſcover it——PlI diſ- 
ſemble and try him. ¶ Aſde.] Ha, ha, ha. Why, Tom, 
Is that ſuch an Occafion of ann Is it ſuch an 
uncommon Miſchief ? | 
» SHARPER. 2 8 
No, Faith; I believe not. — Few Women, but have 

their Year of Probation, before they are cloiſter'd in the 
narrow Joys of Wedlock. But, pr'ythee come along 
with me, or I'll go and have the Lady to myſelf. BW y 
George. [ Going. 
E ARTWELL. 

O Torture ! How he racks and tears me ! — Death! 
Shall I own my Shame; or wittingly let him go and 
whore my Wife? No, chat 8 e 


| Ne 
8 HA RPER. 


How | 3h ? 
HEART> 
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HEARTWELLDI. 


Oh, I n d. 
N SHARPER. 
(Now hold Spleen. ) Marry'd!- q 
8 irrecoverably DT | f 
Heav'n forbid, Man! How long? ˖ 
| HEARTWELLD. 
Oh, an oy. an Age! I have been marry'd theſe two. 
Hours. 
SHARPER. 
i My old Batchelor marry'd! That were a Jeſt, Ms 


ha, ha. 


HEARTWELLDL. 

Death! D'ye. mock me? Heark ye, if either you 
eſteem my Friendſhip, or your own Safety—— Come not 
near that Houſe — that. Corner: Houſe that hot Bro- 
thel. Ask no Queſtions. ay 
"SHARPER. 175; a 

Mad, by this Light. 
Thus Grief ſtill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure; 
Marry'd in haſte, we may repent at Leiſure. 


Cz CAR 


\&, — Aa =, 2 N : DJ SS Lt 
2 8 — RY We W + Deg Cc 


s S E N E KX. 
SHARPER, 8 rr. 


SETTER. 
8 OM E by Experience find thoſe Words miſplac'd*: 
At Leiſure marry'd, they Repent in haſte. 


As I ſuppoſe, my Maſter Heartawell, © 
wy : | SHA R- 


* 
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335 S HARPER. 

Here again, my Mercury / 
| SETTER © 75 | 

Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: I think my Atchieve- 
ments do deſerve the Epithet---Mercyry was a Pimp too, 
but, though I bluſh to own it, at this time, I muſt con- 
ſeſs I am ſomewhat fall'n from the Dignity of my Func- 
tion, and do condeſcend to be ſcandalouſly imploy'd in 
the Promotion of vulgar Matrimony, 

SHARPER. 
As how, dear dexterous Pimp ? 
: S E T. T E . ö 2 

Why, to be brief, for I have weighty Affairs depend- 
ing — Our Stratagem ſucceeded as you intended Bluffs 
turns arrant Traitor; bribes me, to make a private 
Conveyance of the Lady to him., and put a Sham Set- 
tlement upon Sir Fo/zph. 

8 BAREFER 

O Rogue ! Well, but I hope 

Thr S . TER 

No, no; never fear me, Sir----I privately inform'd 
the Knight of the Treachery ; who has agreed, ſeem- 
ingly to be cheated, that the Captain may be ſo in 
reality. - | N | . 


SHARPER. 
Where's the Bride ? 


| SETTER. | | 
Shifting Clothes for the Purpoſe, at a Friend's Houfe 


of mine. Here's Compan coming: if youl}-waillc this 
Way, Sir, PI tell you. * 8 y 


28828 
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IONS. ZEMOTR 


1 oo 


BeLLMOUR, isa, AR AM IN TA, and 


VAIN IO VI. 


_ #FAINLOFPE. 
O H, *twas Frenzy all: Cannot you forgive it ?--- 
in Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. 
[76 Araminta, 
* ARAMINTA. 
—.— Which they forfeit when 9 are reſtor d to their 


Senſes. 


FAINLOPFE. 
Tam not preſuming beyond a Pardon. 
| ARAMINTA 
You who cou'd reproach me with one Counterfeit, how 
infeleht would a real Pardon make you! But there's no 
need to forgive what is not worth my Anger. 
| BELINDA. 


O my e I cou'd find in my Heart to marry 


thee, purely to be rid of thee At leaſt, thou art fo 
troubleſome a Lover, there's Hopes thou' It make a more 
_ ordinary quiet Husband. [To Bellmour, 
BELLMOUR. 
Say you ſo—— s that a Maxim among ye? 
 BELINDA. 
Yes: You fluttering Men of the Mode have made 


Marriage a meer French Diſh. 


BELLMOUR, 
J hope there's no French Sauce, =_F/74 


: ELIN. 


ASD DB 65 


„ — WW  izv5> 
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| You are ſo e in the mr that is, your 
Courtſhip, one would think you meant a noble Enter- 
tain ment But when we come to feed, tis all Froth, 
and Poor, but in Show. Nay, often, only Remains, 
2 which have been I know not how many times warm'd 
for other Company, and at laſt ſerv'd up cold to the 


Wife, 
BE L LMOtHR. 
That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who could not 
afford one warm Diſh for the Wife of his Boſom=— 
But you timorous Virgins form a dreadful Chimera of a 
Husband, as of a Creature contrary to that ſoft, num- 
ble, pliant, eaſy thing, a Lover; ſo gueſs at Plagues in 
Matrimony, in Oppoſition to the 'Pleafures of Courtſhip. 
Alas! Courtſhip to Marriage, is but as the Muſic in the 
Play-Houſe, till the Curtain's drawn; but that once up, 
then * Seung of Pleaſure. | 
BELINDA © 
Oh, foh----no: Rather, Courtſhip to Marriage, is as. 
a very witty Prologue to 8 very 0 Play. 


we 


S 


L Te them] 8 HARPER, 
| SHARPER. w 
H 18 T,---Bellmour: If you'll bring the Ladies, malte 


haſte to Fylvia's Lodgings, before Heartwell has 


fretted hianſelf out of 3 ——g 
BELL 
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BELLMOUR. 
| You have an Opportunity now, Madam, to revenge 
n __ Heartwell, for affronting your Squirrel. 
| [.To Belinda, 
pt BELIND A. 
0 the filthy rude Beaſt! 
| ' ARAMINT * 
"Tis a laſting Quarrel: I think he has never been a at: 
our Houſe fince. _ : 
„ BiE-L\LM OUR: 
Bit ive yourſelves the Trouble to walk to that Cor- 
ner-houſe, and I'll tell you ng the way what 11 divert 
and: ee ure, 70 | 


SCENE XII. Sylvia's Lodging 


HoanTwWELL a Bor. 


H Z 4 R TW r 
e ONE forth, ſay you, with her Maid 1 
BOY. 

There was a Man too that fetch'd 'em out——Serter, 

I think they call'd him. 
HE ARTW ELL. 

So-h-—— That precious Pimp too----Damn'd, damn'd 
| Strumpet ! Cou'd ſhe not contain herſelf on her Wed- 
ding-day ? Not hold out till Night? O curſed State 
How wide we is when apprehenſive of the Load of 


Life, 
We hope to find q 


' That Help which Nature e in moman- kind, 
To Man that Supplemental Self defign'd ; 


But 


Oo 


they are marry'd 


= 
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But proves a burning Cauſtic when apply'd: | 
And Adam, ſure, cou'd with more Eaſe abide 
The Bone when broken, than when made a Bride. 


S C E N E XIII. 


[To im] BEL LMO UR, . verxrovz, 


AR AMIN TA. 


BELL MO UR. 


Now George, what, Rhyming ! I thought the Chimes 


of Verſe were paſt, when once the doleful Mar- 
riage Knell was rung. 
HEARTWELLDL. 
Shame and Confufion, I am expoſed. 
[ Vainlove and Araminta tall apart. 
B ELIN DA. 
Joy, Joy, Mr. Bridegroom ; I give you Joy, Sir. 
HEART N EE. 5 
*Tis not in thy Nature to give me Joy——A Wo- 
man can as ſoon give Immortality. 
| BELINDA. 
Ha, ha, ha! O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clowns * 


BE LLMO UR. 
That they are fit for no Company but their Wives. 
3 Z LINDA. 

Nor for them neither, in a little Time I ſwear, at 
the Month's end, you ſhall hardly find a marry'd Man, 
that will do a civil Thing to his Wife, or ſay a civil 
thing to any Body _ How 15 * * Ha, ha, ha. 


EL 
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Ha, ha, ha. | . | 


„ nl ELRLM $ dds 
Death, am I made your Laughing-Stock ? For you, 

Sir, I ſhall find a time; but take off your Waſp here, or 

the Clown may grow boiſt'rous. I have a Fly-Flap. 


BELINDA. 
You have Occaſion -for't, your Wife has been blown 
upon. * Hf 
5 BEI MOE. 


ane. | 
HEARTWELL. 

Not Fiends or Furies, cou'd have added to my Vexa- 
tion, or any. thing, but another Woman—— You're 
rack d my Patience ; be gone, or by 

BELLMOUR. | | 

Hold, hold. What the Devil, thou wilt not draw 
upon a Woman 5 4 
| VAINLOFE. 

What's the Matter ? | 
g # ARAMINT A. 
Bleſs me! What have you done to him ? 
| BB ELIN DA. EL, 
Only touch'd a gall'd Beaſt till he winch'd. 
| YVAINLOYE. | 
Bellmeur, give it over; you vex him too much; tis 


all ſerious to him. | 

1 BE LIV D A. he, 

Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him, myſelf. 

f =, = > + tot oue 

Damn your Pitx——But let me be calm a little —— 
How have Idelery'd this of you? Any of ye? Sir, have 
I impair d the Honour of your Houſe, promied your 
Siſter Marriage, and.whor'd her? Wherein have I in- 
jur'd you? Did I bring a Phyſician to your Father when he 
| | | lay 


U, 
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lay expiring, and endeavour to prolong his Life, and you 
one and twenty ? Madam, have I had an Opportunity 


with you and bauk'd it? Did you ever offer me the Fa- 
3 that I refus'd it? Or | 


BELIND A. 
"Oh foh ! What does the filthy Fellow mean ? Lard, 
let me be gone. | 
a ARAMINTA. 


Hang me, if I pity you ; you are right enough ſerv d. 
...B&LIMOUR: 
This is a little ſcurrilous tho”, 
| VAINLOFE. 
Nay, tis a Sore of your own Scratching Well, 
Gorge emmys 
HE ART WE L IL. 
You are the principal Cauſe of all my preſent IIls. If 
via had not been your Miſtreſs, my Wife might have 


been honeſt. 
VA 1 N LOVE. 

And if Hlvia had not been your Wife, my Miſtreſs 
might have been juſt There, we are even----But have 
a good Heart, I heard of your Misfortune, and come 
to your Relief. 

HEARTWE L 2 5 

When Execution's over, you. offer a Reprieve. 

FYAINLOYE. bY 

What would you give? 

HE ARTWELL. 

Oh ! Any thing, every thing, a Leg or two, or an 
Arm; nay, I would be diyorc'd * my Virility, to 
be divorced from my Wife. 


— 


SCENE 
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V 


[To them] IN K P E R. 


2 VAINLOPFE. | 
F AIT H, that's a ſure way — But here's one can ſell 
you Freedom better cheap. 
SHARPER. 

Vainlowe, I have been a kind of a Godfather to you, 
youder. I have promiſed and vow'd ſome Things in 
you Name, which I think you are bound co perform, 

„0 ¾ ͤ OY 

No ſigning to a Blank, Friend. 

. | 
No, TII deal fairly with you Tis a full and free 

Diſcharge to Sir Fo/eph Wittol and Captain Bluffe ; for 
all Injuries whatſoever, done unto you by them, until 
a the preſent Date hereof---How ſay you? 

VAINL 9 E. | 
Agreed. | 
SHAR p E R, s 
Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to wear their Masks, 
a Moment. Come in, Gentlemen and Ladies, 
HEARTWHELL. 
What the Devil s all this to me? 
VAIN L Q V E. 
Patience. 
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t. dh} Sir Jo 8 * RR LL, BLUr r „ 


0% L VIA, Lvcr, SETTER. VS oe 
IUP. (40.4104 e 4 
ll \LIL . rz Mühe Mr. Shas pe. : 
Sir FOSEPHWITTOLL. 
| ay, ay, whatfoever, Captain; ſick to that Ir 
u, er? 535 909 2 4 11 37:7 | REFS 3 
in SG add 1.0 HAR P K R e 5 40. 1 
; "Tis done, theſe Gentlemen are Witneſſes eo the 9s: 


nerad ä „ | 
FAINLOVE. Fel Das N 
Ay, ay; to this ioflant nee deed re pay an 
ee Act of Oblivion. . e eee 
or WW elle en b PE. 
tl Tis very de Sir, ſince I needs muſt on —.— 
r JOSEPH WITTOLL, nil 
No, No, Captain, you need not on; _ heh; lick,” ' 
Tis 1 muſt on — — f 
Mme: "BLUFFE.. W 6 e ad 7 
5 — * are over- reach d oh 8 bs; . ae a 
little Art; military uſed - only undermined; or ſo, as ſhall ' 
appear by-the fair — an: Wifels Fermiſſion. Oh, 
the Devil, 1 at laſt! Ju unmacks.. 
© Sin oH I 
Only Rt military Trick, — 
termin'd, or — Pe Painbwoe, 3 Du know 
whom 1-haye' get now / but all's for — * 
E ie 1899 l o 0 202A — * 
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The OLD pies 
| _ FAINLOPE. 


1 Ah 1 O Lord, my Haar el Sar, «Rog 


of all ſides, | | 
. "SHARPER. Lad“ 

Sir oſeph, yr you had better have 3 this Ons 
tleman's Pardon: For though Yainlve be ſo generous to 
forgive the Loſs of his Miſtreſs——— I know not how 
ae Loſs of his Wife. 1 
(n wnmadi 

Vee EE ARTE ZLI. 5 

- My Wife! By this Light 'tis ſhe, the very . 
— Sharper ! Let me embrace thee But art 
thou ſure ſhe is really marry d to him: 

C 8 

Really and _—_— marry'd, I am Wits, 

9 2 ' SHARPER... - 


- 


Bala, wil unriddle to you. 


\$r:FOSEPH WITTIOLL | 
_ =” 2 Madam, who are you? For 1 enen 
ve like to be better acquaintet. 
= 8 L714. 
The werft of me, is, that I arg your Wik— 
O Nt SHARPER. 

me, Sir Foſesh, your Fortune is not ſo bad &s 50 
an nan. and a Tady: . good rl 


be Sir 70 EPHIITTOLL 
Tanten da any: Kniglithood, thts a Lady 
„ I VAINLOFE.. 
——That deferves a Fool with a better Tide Fry 
ade Relation, — 
_ BLUFFS, 


* 
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CHeartwell go —_ hs * 
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BLUFFE. 
What are you a Woman of Quality too, Spouſe : 
SETTER. . 
And my Relation | ; pray let her be reſpected accord- 
ingly _—— Well, honeſt Lucy, fare thee well —-I think, 
you and I have been K off and on, any tims 
tis ſeven Years. Shut | 
'L U C75 


Hold your prating—T'm thinking what e Vocation” 
I ſhall follow while my Spouſe i is pfui Laurels i in the 
Wars. A SET 
PS, eee, 

No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars. While 1 
plant Laurels for my Head abroad, I may find — 
Branches ſprout at home. | 

 HEARTWELLI. | 

Bellmour, J approve thy Mirth, and thank thee---- 
And I cannot in Gratitude (for I ſee which way thou 
art going) ſee thee fall into the ſame r out of e 

thou haſt deliver d me. e 
| * BELLMOUR. 2 | 

I thank thee, George, for thy good Intention 
But there is a Fatality in Marriage For I find I'm re- 
ſolute. ; 


HE ARTWELL 
Then good Counſel will be thrown away upon you 
Por my Part, I” have once eſcap'd -And 
when I wed again, may ſhe be Ugly, as an _ 5 


Bawd. 
a VAINLOY E. 
II- natur'd, as an old 582 — 
 _BELLMOUR.. 
Wanton as a young Widow---- > he; | 
A G 2 SAR. | 


N b , * 2 q "FG x \ 


* 
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SHAR PER. 
And jealous as a barren Wise 


CHETETW E, NPI 


Aged. 

BEL TL N 0 UR. 
Well; mid of theſe dreadful Denunciatidis: 4. not. 
| withſtanding the Warning and Example before * [ 


commit myſelf to laſting Durance. 
BELIN DA. 


"Priſbevr; make much of your . 5 
[Giving her Hand. 
WF M 2-4 8 


| Frank, will you keep us in Countenance ? on 
oy . ² A8 


May I preſume to hope ſo great a Blefling? 
ARAMINT A. 


We had better take the AE, of a little of our 


| 2 e firſt, 
BELLMOUR. 


0 my Conſcience ſhe dares not PRI for fear he 
ſhou'd recant [464e.] Well, we ſhall have your Com- 
pany to Church in the Morning May be it may get 
you an Appetite to ſee us all fall to before ye. Setter, 


4 not you tell me ? — — 
SETTER © 
They'w at the Door: TT call den in. 5 


B EL LO UR. 
Now ſet we forward on a Journey for Life:----Come 
take your Fellow-Travellers. | _ Old . I'm ſorry to 


ſee thee ſtill 2 on alone. 


8 : 1 
1 > the. K *. 
= 2 
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HEAR T W E LL. 
With gaudy Plumes and gingling Bells made proud, 
The youthful Beaft ſets forth, and neighs aloud. = . 
A Morning-Sun his Tinſell'd Harneſs gilds, 
And the firſt Stage a a Down- ill Green-lyord yields. 
But, Oh —— 
What rugged Ways attend the Noon of Life! 
(Our Sun declines) and with what anxious Strife, P 
What Pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife! 
All Courſers the firſt Heat with Vigour run; 
But *cis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. 
 [Excunt mne. 
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Spoken by Mrs. BAR R Y. 
A 8 raß Girl, who will all Hazards run, 
And be enjey' d, ibo ſure to be unden; 3 
Soon as her Curioſity is over, 
Mould give the World ſbe could her Toy recover * 
So fares it with our Poet; and Pm ſent 
To tell you, he already * repent: 
Would you were all as forward, to keep Lent. 
Now the Deed's done, the Giday- thing has. Leiſure 
Ta think oth Sting, that's in the Tail of Pleaſure. 
Methinks I hear him in Confideratin ! © 
What will the World ſay ? Where's my Reputation? \ 
Now that's at flake---No, Foal, tis out o Faſhion. 
IF liſt of that fhould follow want of Wit, © 
How many undone Men were in the Pit 
by that's fome Comfort to an Author*s Fears, 
If he's an Aſs, he will be try'd bys Peers. 
But hold. Jam exceeding my Commiſſion ; 
My Buſineſs here, was humbly to Petition 
But we're ſo us'd to rail on theſe Occaſions, 
I could nat help one Trial of your Patience: 


"WM 


L 


EPILO regis 


For tis our way (you know) for fear th worſt, 


To be before-hand ſtill, and cry Fool firſt. 

How ſay you, Sparks * How do you fland affeted # 
I fwear young Bays within is ſo dejacted, 

Ton d grieve your Hearts to ſee him; ſhall I call bim 
But then you cruel Critics would ſo maul him 

Yet, may be, you'll encourage @ Beginner; 

But how *-—— Fuft as the Devil does a Sinner. 
Wamen and Wits are us d &en much at one, 

You gain your Ends, and damn em when you've done. 
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DovBLE-DEALER. |} 


A 


COMEDY. | 


Interdum tamen, & vocem Comœdia tollit. 
Hor. Ars Poet. 
Huic equidem Conſilio palmam do: hic me magni- 
fis effera, qui vim tantam in me & poteſtatem 
habeam tantæ aſtutiæ, vera dicendo t eos ambos 
fallam. Syr. in Terent. Heaut. 
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10 the Right E Honourable | 2 


Charter Montague, 


ONE or THE 


Lords of the Treafury. 


8 Heartily wiſh this Play were as 
K perfect as I intended it, that it 
NA . might be more worthy your Ac- 
ä ceptance; and that my Dedi- 
cation of ĩt to you, might be more becom 
ing that Honour and Eſteem which. I,, witn 
every Body who is ſo fortunate as to know: . 
you, have for you.. It had your Counte- 
G 6 


Nuance 


— T ANDY e — 
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nance * yet unknown; and now it is 
made Public, wants your Protection. 
I would not have any Body imagine, 


* 


"* I think this Play without its - Faults, 
for I am Conſcious of ſeveral. IT confeſs 


I defign'd (whatever Vanity or Ambition 
occaſion'd that Deſign) to have written a 
true and regular Comedy :. but I found it 
an Undertaking which put me in Mind 
of Sudet multum, fruſtraque labore 
auſus idem. And now to make Amends 
for the Vanity of ſuch a Deſign, I do con- 
feſs both the Attempt, and the imperfect 
Performance. Yet I muſt take the Bold- 
neſs to ſay, I have not miſcarry'd in the 
whole; for the Mechanical Part of it is re- 
gular. That I may fay with as little Vanity, 
as a Builder may ſay he has built a Houſe 
according to the Model laid down before 


him; or a Gardner that he has ſet his 
Flowers in a Knot of ſuch or ſuch a Fi- 


gure. I deſign'd the Moral firſt, and to 


that Moral I invented the: Fable, and do 
not know that I have borrow'd one Hint 
of it any where. I made the Plot as ſtrong 


as F, 1 becauſe it was ſingle, and I 
| made 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
made it ſingle; / becauſe I would avoid 
Confuſion, and was reſolved to preſerve 
the three Unities of the Drama. Sir, 
this Diſcourſe is very impertinent to you, 
whoſe Judgment much better can diſcern 
the Faults, than I can excuſe them; and 
whoſe Good nature, like that of a Lo- 
ver, will find out thoſe hidden Beauties 
(if. there are any ſuch) which it wou'd 
be great Immodeſty for me to diſcover. 
I think I do not ſpeak improperly when I 
call you a Lover of Poetry; for it is very 
well known ſhe has been a very kind Miſ. 
treſs to you; ſhe. has not deny'd you the 
laſt. Favour; and ſhe has been fruitful. to 
you in a moſt beautiful Iſſue If I break 


off abruptly here, I hope every Body will 


underſtand that it is to avoid a Commen- 
dation, which, as it is your Due, would 
be moſt eaſy for me to pay, 1 too trouble- | 
ſom for you to receive. . 

I have, fince the Acting of this Play y. 
hearken'd- after the Objections which have 
been made to it; for T was conſcious 
where à true Critic might have put me 
upon my Defence, I was 6 for the 
At- 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Attack; and am pretty confident: I could 


have vindicated ſome Parts, and excuſed 


others; and where there were any plain 


Miſearriages, I would moſt ingenuouſly 
have confeſs'd em. But I have not heard 


any thing ſaid ſufficient to provoke an An- 
ſwer. That which looks moſt like an Ob. 
jection, does not relate in particular to this 
Play, but to all or moſt that ever have 
been written; and that is Soliloquy. There- 
fore I will anſwer it, not only for my own 
fake, but to ſave others the — to 
whom it: may hereafter be Objected. 

I grant, that for a Man to Talk to Mn. 
ſelf, appears abſurd and unnatural; and 
indeed it is ſo in moſt Caſes; but he Cir- 
cumſtances which may attend the Occa- 
ſion, make great Alteration. It oftentimes 
happens to a Man, to have Deſigns which 


require him to himfelf, and in their Na- 


ture cannot admit of a Confident. Such, 
for certain, is all Villany ; and other: leſs 
miſchievous Intentions may be very im- 
proper to be © communicated to a ſecond 
n In ſuch a Caſe therefore the Au-: 
| | | {+ dience 
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dience muſt . obſerve, - whether the Perſon 
upon the Stage takes any. Notice of them. 
at all, or no. For if he ſuppoſes any one to 
be by, when he talks to himſelf, it is mon- 
ſtrous and ridiculous to the laſt degree. 
Nay, not only in this Caſe, but in any Part 
of a Play, if there is expreſſed any Know- 
ledge of an Audience, it is inſufferable. But 
otherwiſe, when a Man in Soliloquy re- 
ſons with himſelf, and Pro's and Cor's, and 
weighs all his Deſigns : - We ought not to 
imagine that this Man either talks to us, or 
to himſelf; he is only thinking, and think 
ing ſuch Matter as were inexcuſable Folly 
in him to ſpeak. But becauſe we are con- 
ceal'd Spectators of the Plot in Agitation, 
and the Poet finds it neceſſary to let us 
know the whole Myſtery of his Contri- 
vance, he is willing to inform us of this 
Perſon's Thoughts; and to that end is forc'd; 
to make uſe of the Expedient of Speech, no 
other better way being yet invented for the, 
Communication of Thought. 
Another very wrong Objection has been 


yo * ſome who have not - taken, Lei- 
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ſure to diſtinguiſh the Characters. The Hero 


of the Play, as they are pleas'd to call him, 


(meaning Mz/lefont) is a Gull, and made a 


Fool, and cheated. © Is every Man a Gull and 
a Fool that is deceiv'd ? At that rate I'm 
afraid the two Claſſes of Men will be reduc'd 
to one, and the Knaves themſelves be at a 


| loſs to juſtify their Title: But if an Open- 
hearted honeſt Man, who has an entire Con- 


fidence in one whom he takes to be his 
Friend, and whom he has oblig'd - to beſo; 


and who (to confirm him in his Opinion) 
in all Appearance, and upon ſeveral Trials 
has been ſo: If this Man be deceiv'd by the 


Treachery of the other; muſt he of Neceſſity 
commence Fool immediately, only becauſe 
the other has prov'd a Villain? Ay, but 


there was Caution given to Mellefont in the 


firſt Act by his Friend Careleſs. Of what 


Nature was that Caution? Only to give the 
Audience ſome Light into the Character of 


Maskwell, before his Appearance; and not 
to convince Mellefont of his Treachery; for 
that was more than Careleſs was then 


able to do: He never knew Maskwell 


x | ; guilty 


a> ku fd Www d m 
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ty: of airy Villkiy 3; ; he was only a "ſort 
of Man which he did not like. pe for his 
ſuſpecting his F Familiarity” with my Lady ; 


Touchwood : Let em examine the Anſwer 


that Mellefont makes him, and compare it 
with the Conduct of MaskwtlPs C haracter 
through the Play. En 01 10820 

1 would beg n again to look into the 
Character of Maskwell, before they accuſe 
Mellefont of Weakneſs for being deceiv'd by 
him. For upon ſumming up the Enquiry 
into this Objection, it may be found. they: _ 
have miſtaken Cunning 1 in-one Ang for 
Folly | in-another. © 2 4h 

But there is one thing, at which. I am 
more concerned than all the falſe Criti= 5, 
ciſms that are made upon me; and that 
is, ſome of the Ladies are offended. I 
am (heartily: ſorry for it, for I declare I 
would rather diſoblige all; the Critics in 
the World, than one of the fair Sex. 
They are concerned that I have repre- 
ſented | ſome Women Vicious and Affect- 
ed: How can I help it? It is the Buſi- 
neſs of a Comic Poet to paint the 
207 Vices 
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Vices and Follies of eee ; and 


there are but two; Sexes, Male, and Fe- 
male, Men and Women, which have a 
Title to Humanity: And if I leave one 
Half of them out, the Work will be im- 
Opportunity to make my Compliment to 
thoſe Ladies who are offended: But they 
can no more expect it in a Comedy, than 
to be tickled by a Surgeon, when he's 
letting em Blood. They who are Vir- 
tuous, or Diſcreet, ſhou'd not be offended, 
them, and make their Beauties more 
ſhining and obſervd: And they who are 
of the other Kind, may nevertheleſs paſs 
for ſuch, by ſeeming not to be diſpleas'd, or 
touch'd with the Satire of this Comedy. Thus 
have they alſo wrongfully accus d me of 
doing them a Prejudice, when I. have in 
done them a Service. . 
Fou will pardon me, Sir, for the Whine 
dem I take of making Anſwers to other 
People, in an Epiſtle which ought wholly 


to be ſacred to you: But ſince I intend 
on * 8 


„„ 
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the e be e wad; I hope I may take the 
more Liberty of Juſtifying it, where it is in 


the Right. 
I muſt now, Sir, declare to the World, 


how kind you have. been to my Endea- 
yours; for in regard of what was well 
meant, you have excus'd what was ill per- 
form'd. I beg you would continue the ſame 
Method in your Acceptance of this Dedica- 
tion, I know no other way of making a 
Return to that Humanity you ſhew'd, in 
protecting an Infant, but by enrolling it in 
your Service, now that it is of Age and come 
into the World. Therefore be pleas'd to ac- 
cept of this as an Acknowledgement of the 
Favour you have ſhewn me, and an Earneſt 
of the real Service and Gratitude o, 


SIR. 


You our Mz oft Obes, 
Hundi Arve, 


WII I. CONGREVE, 


.To my Dear Fri riend 
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Os his COMEDY call'd_ 


The Dovskx Dar. 


6 W » LL then; the e Hes! is come at wh; 


Tb preſent. Age of Wit obſcures the pa; 


Strong were our Sires; and as they Fought they Writ, 


Conquering with' Force of Arms, and Dint of Writ : 
T heirs was the Giant Race before the Flud; © 
And thus, when Charles Return'd, our Empire ſtood. 
Like Janus he the flubborn Soil manur'd, © 

With Rules of Husbandry the Rankneſs cur d; 
Tam'd us ro Manners, when the Stage was rude; 
And boiſtrous Engliſh Wit with Art indu'd. 

Our Age was cultivated thus at length ; 

But what we gain d in Skill, we loſt in Strength. 
Oar Builders were with want of Genius curſt ; 


The Second Temple was not like the Firſt ; 


"Til. 
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Till You, the bet Vitruvius, come at lad; 8 


Our Beauties equal; but excel our Strength. 
Firm Dorique Pillars found Your ſolid Baſe: © 
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher Spact's | 
Thus all beloto is Strength, and all _ is Gra 

In eaß Dialogue is Fletcher's Praiſ 
He mov d the Mind, but had not Poe: to pail * 
Great Johnſon did by Strength of Fudgment plea . 
Yet doubling Fletcher's Force he wants his Eaſe. 4 
In aiff ring Talents both adorn'd their Re; 
One for the Study, other for the Stage. 
But both to Congreve juftly ſhall ſubmit. 
One match'd in Fudgment, both 0er-match'd in un. 
In him all Beauties of this Age we ſee; © ad 92 
Etheridge his Courtſhip, Southern's Puriy; i 
The Satire, Wit, and Strength of Manly be 
All this in blooming Youth you have Archie d 8 


Nor are your foil d Contemporaries grid; HE 

Sa much the Sweetneſs of your Manners mob, 

We cannot Envy you, becauſe we love.. 
Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he ſaw — 


4 Beardleſs Conſul made againft\the Law, 
And join his Suffrage to the Votes of — 3 N N 
Though he with Hannibal vas overtome.” ds) nN 
Thus old Romano bow'd te Raphael's Eume; 
And Scholar to the V. onth be taught, becam. 4 \ 

Oh that your Brows my Laurel hail fuſtain'd ; n 
Well had I A depor'd, if you had Reign'd 1 ! 
The Father had deſcended for the nn 
Far nh you are lineal to the Throne. Kant Mobs 
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2 eee eee 
A greater Edward in his Room aroſe. 
But now, not I, but Poetry is curs'tl; © 
For Tom the Second. reigus like Tom the Firſt, 
But let em nat; miflake my Patron's Ra 93 
Vor call his Charity their aun Deſert. 
Yet this I propheſy ; Thou ſhalt be ſcen, 
(Tho with ſome ſhort Parentheſis between :) 
High on the Throne of Mit; and ſeated there, 
Not mine {that's little) but thy Laurel wear. 
Thy fir/t Attempt an early Promiſe made: 
That early promiſe this bas more than paid. 
So bald, yet fo judici oufly you dare, 
That your leaſt Praiſe is to be Regular. 
Time, Place, and Action, may with Pains be wrought, 
But Genius muft be born; and never can be taught. 
This is your Portion, this your Native Store; 
Heav'n, that but once was Prodigal before, 
To Shakeſpear gave as ne; fe could net $i.) 


bim more, 
Maintain your Pet: That's all the Fee you nud; 
For *tis impoſſible you ſhould procecCde. 


| Already I am worn with Cares and Age; 
And juſt abandoning th Ungrateful al "Pp 
Unprofitably kept at Heav'n's Expence; 
J live a Rent-charge on his Providence; _ 
But You, whom ev'ry Muſe and Grace . 
Whom J foreſee to better Fortune bern, 

- Be kind to my Remains; and oh defend, 


Againſt your Judgment, your deparied Friend ! 
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10 Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirale. 


ua Gau 


* 


M Hhether their Brats are truly got, or no; 
Into the Sea the New-born Babe is thrown, - 
There, as Inflin# direfts, to ſiuim, or drown. 
A barbarous Device, to try if & 72 

Has kept religiouſly her Nuptial Vows. 
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» © Such are the Trials, Poets make of Plays 
On they truft to more inconflant Seas; 
Jo does our Author, 25 BSE "" "Hi 

| To the tempeſiuous Aer of the Pit, 5 
To know if it be truly born a Wit.” 
Critics avam; for you are Fiſh of Prey, 
And feed, lib & "LO. an Hifant Play. 
Be ev'ry Monſter of "the "Deep away ; 
Let's @ fair Trial have, an 


4 


2 clear Sea. 


Let Nature work, and do not Damn too ſoon, 
For Life will flruggle long, ere it fink down - 
And will at leaſt riſe thrice, before it drown, 
Let us conſider, had it been our Fate, | 
Thus hardly to be prov'd Legitimate ! 
1 will not ſay, wed all in Danger been, 
Were each to fuffer for his Mother's Sin : 
But by my Troth I cannot avoid thinking, 
Hane arb lame good Men might have ſcap d ſinking. . 


But, 


* 
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But, Heav'n be peat this Cuftom is HP 4 

Alone to th Offipring of the Muſes kind. 

Our Chriſtian Cuckelts are more-bent to Pity ; 

I know not one Moor- Husband in the City, 

Tib' good Man Arms the Chopping 'B ard thrivess. 
For he think all his os: that is bes Wife's. 


en fe 31 his Play 2 | wo _ 
The Poet's ſure he ſhall /a 
For if his Muſe has play'd him falſe, the worſt 
That can befal him, is, to be divorC'd; 
You cr Judge, if that ba to be curs d. 


* 


Vol. 1. H Dra- 


Dramatis Perſone. 


MEN. 


Mazkwell, A Villain; pada Friend 
to Mellefont, Gallant to Lady Touch- C Mr. Betterton, 


wood, and in Love with Cynthia. 


Lord Touchwood, Uncle to Mellefont: Mr. Kynafton, 


Mellefont, promiſed to, and in Prod 
with Cynthia. Mr. Williams, 


Careleſs, his F riend. Mr. V. erbruggen. 
Lord Froth, a ſolemn Coxcomb. Mr. Bowman, 
Mr. Powell, 


Brisk, a pert Coxcomb. 
Sir Paul Plant, An Uxorious, Fooliſh, 
Old Knight; Brother to Lady Touch- & Mr. Dogget. 


wood, and Father to Cynthia. 
W O M L N. 


Lady Narbe in Love with Nell efont. Mrs, Barrey. 


Cynthia, Daughter to Sir Paul by a for- 
mer Wife, promiſed to Melliſont. Mrs. Brees _ 


Lady Froth, a great Coquet; Pretender 
to Poetry, Wit, and Learning. I Mrs. Mountfort: 


Lady Plant, inſolent to her Husband, 
and eaſy to any Pretender. 1 Leigb. 


Chaplain, Boy, Footmen, and Attendants. 


The SCENE, A Gallery in the Lord Touch- 
woed's Houſe, with Chambers adjoining. 
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4 Gallery in Hs Tan 1 Hoſe, with | 
C vambers adjoining. 


- 


Enter Careleſs * roffing ok Stage, * bis Hat, Gloves, 
and Sword in his Hands; as juft riſen from Table: 
Mellefont * him. 


= MELLEPONT. | © 
ED, Ned, whither ſo faſt ? What, turn'd - 


YES! 
V 


Flincher ! why, you wo' not leave as? 
= PO TW FS 
Where are the Women? I'm weary of 
Guzling, and begin to think them the bet 
ter Company. 
MEL LE FO NT. 
Then thy Reaſon Raggers, and thou'rt almoſt Drunk. 
N 2 ARE. 
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| "CARELESS. 
No Faith, but your Fools grow noiſy---and ir a Man 
A endure the Noiſe of Words without Senſe, I think 
the Women have more Muſical Yo ar Wome 


Nonſenſe better. 8 
MELLEFONT. 5 

Why they are at the End of the Gallery; rd to 
their Tea, and Scandal; according to their Ansient Cu- 
ſtom after Dinner----But I ads a Pretence to follow 
you, becauſe I had ſomething to ſay to you in private, 
and 1 am not, like to Dare, many” 198 this 
Evening. 


. CARELESS. 


halo Bn Þ SR, 


BR! 8 K. 
OYS, Boys, Lads: where: are you? What, do you 
give Ground ? Mortgage for a Bottle, ha? Careſs, 
this, is your Trick; you're: always ſpoiling Company by 
leaving it. 


CARELESS. | 
And thou art always ſpoiling. Company by 9 
int 8 | 1 
; BRISK. 


P ba; ha, ha. I know von me. Spite, proud 
$ 4 the Gods ! and LOA WOT: use e 
J 


T- 


want of Apprehenſion: The Deu 
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by Mellefont here, who gives and takes Rallery better, 
you or I, Pſhaw, Man, when I ſay you ſpoil Company 
by leaving it, I mean you leave no Body for the Com- 
pany to laugh at, I think there I was with you, ha? 


Mellefont. 

MELLEFONT. 
| O' my Word, Brick, that was u home Thrall; you 
have filenc'd him. 

BRISK. 


Oh, my Dear Mellefont, let me periſh, if thou art not 


the Soul of Converſation, the very Eſſence of Wit, ane 


Spirit of Wine The Deuce take me if there were 
three good Things ſaid, or one underſtood, ſince thy 
Amputation from the Body of our Society- He 1 
think that's pretty and metaphorical enough: I'gad I 
could not have ſaid it out of thy „„ 


ha ? 
. CARELESS. 
Hum, ay, n 
RISK. 


O, Mon Cone: ! What i ist! Nay gad I'll 8 you _ . 
af me if I tel you. 
MELLEFONT. 
No, no, hang him, he has no ts. eh dear 
Brick, excuſe me, I have a little Buſineſs. - 
CARELESS; 
| Pr'ythee get thee gone; thon ſeeſt we are ſerious, 
M G LLEFONT. © 
We'll come immediately, if you'll but go in, and keep 
up good Humour and Senſe in the Company : Pr' ads 
do, they Il fall aſleep elſe. | 
BRISK. | 
Tgad ſo they will- Well, I will, I will, gad you 
ſhall command me from the Zenith to the Nadir. But 


the Deuce take me if I ſay a good thing till you come. 
H 3 — 3 


* r 
0 wy « IF 
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But pry*thee, dear Rogue, make haſte, pry'thee make 


haſte, I ſhall burſt elſe.- And yonder's your Uncle, my 


Lord Towehwood, ſwears he'll difinherit you, and Sir Pa“ 
Pant threatens to diſclaim you for a Sori-in-Jaw, and my 
Lord Froth won't dance at your Wedding to-morrow ; 
nor the Deuce take me, I won't write your Epithalamium 
——and ſee what a Condition you're like to be brought 


to. 
= CCC 
Well, Flt ſpeak but three Words, and follow you. 
| _ _S8RISK. bp 
Enough, enough; Care/e/5, bring your Apprehenſion 
along with you, 7 


SCENE III. 
MIILZTO r, . 


5 CARELESS. 
ERT Coxcomb ! | 
f NMELLEFONT. 700 
Faith *tis a good · natur d Coxcomb, and has very en · 
tertaining Follies---You muſt be more humane to him; 
at this Junctare, it will do me Service.----F'lt tell you, 
T would have Mirth continued this Day at any rate; tho! 
Patience purchaſe Folly, and Attention be paid with Noiſe ; 
There are Times when Senſe may be unſeafonable, as 
well as Truth. Pry'thee do thou wear none to Day; but 
allow Brisk to have Wit, that thou may'ſt ſeem a Fool. 
"has CARELESS. ot 6 
Why, how now, why this extravagant Propoſition ? 


MEL. 


BIOS, 


a 3 2 
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MELLEFONT. 

0, 1 would have no room for ſerious Deſign; for I am 

ous of a Plot. I would have Noiſe and Impertinence 

_ my Lady Touchwooed's Head from working : For 

Hell is not more buſy than her Brain, nor Epurains more 
m than that Imaginations. * 94 

b N Ass. Th: 

1 dene your Fear of her had been over Is 
not to-morrow appointed for your Marriage with Cynthia 3 
and her Father, Sir _ Plant, come to ſettle the Writ- 
ings _ Da , on purpoſe ? 

15 4 'M FL LEFONT. 

True; but you ſhall judge whether I have not Reaſon 
to be alarm'd. None beſides you, and Maskwwell, are ac- 
quainted with the Secret of my Aunt Touchwood's violent 
Paſſion for me. Since my firſt Refuſal of her Addreſſes, 
ſhe has endeavour'd to do me all ill Offices with my Un- 
= ; yet has managed em with that Subtilty, that to him 

have borne the Face of Kindneſs ; while her Malice, 
Ike a dark Lanthorn, only ſhone upon me, where it was 
directed. Still it gave me leſs Perplexity to prevent the 
Saucceſs of her Diſpleaſure, than to avoid the Importuni- 
ties of her Love ; and of two Evils, I thought myſelf 
favour'd in her Averſion: But whether urg'd by her De- 
ſpair, and a ſnort Proſpect of the Time ſhe ſaw, toaccom- 
pliſh her Deſigns; whether the Hopes of Revenge, or of 
her Love terminated in the View of this my Marriage with 
Cynthia, I know not ; bur this N ſhe * me 


in my Bed. 
BISS. | 
Was there ever ſuch a Fury ! *tis well Nature has not - 
put it into her Sex's Power to raviſh. ----Well, bleſs us, 


proceed. What follow'd > | 
: Hi © ſ;ꝙ( [f/ 


upon. 


* 
* 8 5 * IBS Br 
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What at firſt amaz d me; for I laok'd:to have ſeen her 
in all the Lranſports of a ſlighted and revengeſul Woman: 
But when expected Thunder fram her Voice, and Light- 
ning in her Fyes; I ſaw her melted into Tears, and huſh'd 
into a Sigh. It was long before eicher of us if; poke ; 
Paſſion had ty'd her Tongue, and Amazement mine 
Ig ſhort, the Conſequence was thus, ſhe omittad nothing 
that the maſt violent Love cauld: urge, or tender Words 
expreſs ; which when ſhe ſaw had no effect, but Mill I 
pleaded Honour and Nearneſs of Blood to my Uncle: then 


came the Storm I fear d at firſt : For ſtarting from my 


Bed ſide like a Fury, ſhe flew to my Sword, and with 
much ad J prevented her doing me or herſelf a Mil- 
chief: Having diſarm'd her, in a Guſt of Paſſion ſhe left 
me, and in a Reſolution, confirm'd by a thouſand Curſes, 
not to cloſe her Eyes, till they bad ſeen my Ruin. 
Exqniſite Woman f but what the Devil, does ſhe think 


thou haſt no more Senſe, than to get an Heir npon her 
Body to difinberit thyſelf. For, as I take it, this Settle - 


ment upon you, is, with a Proviſo, that your Unele have 
no Children. 4 v4 on WO Ms; 3904 1596-13 
+ EG CEFOND: ob od of bw 
It is fo. Well, the Service you are to dome, will be a 
Pleaſure to yourſelf; I muſt get you to engage my Lady 
Phyant all this Evening, that my pions: Aunt may not 
work her to her Intereſt, And if you can chance to ſecure 
her to yourſelf, you may incline her to mine. Sbe's hand- 
ſom, and knows it; is very filly, and thinks ſhe has Senſe, 
and has an old fond Hysband. R 3999 41941 25 
CARELESS. 5 
I confeſs, a very fair Foundation, for a Lover to build 


MEL LE: 
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MELEEFQNT. + 
For my Lord Froth, he and his Wife will be ſuffeient 

un with admiring one another, and Briabs Gal- 
lantry, as they call it. PII obſerve my Uncle myſelf; and 
Jacl Mazhavelt has promiſed me, to watch my Aunt nar- 
rowly, and give me Notice upon any Saſpicion. As for 
Sir Paul, my wile Father-in-law that is to be, my dear 
Cynthia has ſuch a ſhare in his Fatherly Fondneſs, he 
would ſcarce make her . n ne 


py hereafter. 
| C4 RELESS. 


S805 you have mann'd your Works : But x wiſh you 
may not have. the weakeſt Guard, where the Enemy 1s 


ſtrongeſt. 
ö MELLEFONT. 
1 8 you mean; 3 W 
m; | 
CARELESS. 


Faith I cannot help it, you know-I never IiK'd him 3 


I am a little ſuperſtitious in Phyfiognomy. 
MELLEFONT. 


He has Obligations of Gratitude, to bind him to me 
his Dependence upon my Uncle, is through my Means. 
CARELES F. 

pon Our Aunt, you mean. 

ME L. L £ FO N 7. 25 

My Aunt! | 


| 04 R E L E $8. | 
I'm miſtaken if there be not a Familiarity between 


der, you do nee fulpeA ; Norwihſaading her Paſion 


for you. 

f "ME ELZLRAFONS...: 
Pooh, pooh, nothing in the World but his.DeGgn te 
do me Serviee 4 and /he:endeavours to be wel in her 
An to effect it. 417 
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l 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Ee Me 


CARELESS. 

Well, 1 mall be glad to be miſtaken ; but your Aunt's 
Averſion in her Revenge, cannot be any Way ſo effectu- 
ally ſhown, as in bringing forth a Child to diſinherit you, 
She is handſom and cunniny, and naturally wanton. Ma. K- 
evell is Fleſn and Blood at beſt, and Opportunities between 
them are frequent. His Affection to you, you have con- 
feſſed, is grounded upon his Intereſt ; that you have tran(- | 
planted ; and ſhould it take Root in my Lady, I don't 


ſee what you can expect from the Fruit. 


MELLEFONT. 
I confeſs the Conſequence is viſible, were your Suſpi- 
tions Juſt. —  - But fee, the 1 is broke up, let's 
meet 'em. 


— I} I Ma k We 65 15S 95 N (G * 


SCENE IV. 


tre Lozp 88 Lord Fxor u, Sir Pau, 
 PLYANT, and Bals x. 


Lord TOUCHWO 0D. 


O U T upon't, Nephew-----Leave | your Father-in- 
law, and me, to maintain our Ground againſt 


young People. 
MELLEFONT. 
I beg yourLordſhip's Pardon We were juſt return- 


ing. 
a Sir PAUL PLYANT. N 
Were yon, Son? Gadsbud much better as it is 


"Good, ſtrange! I ſwear I'm almoſt tipſy——tother Bot- 


tle would have been too n for me,. as ſure 
as 
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as can be it would. We wanted your Company: But 
Mr. Brick — Where is he? I ſwear and vow, he's a moſt 
facetious Perſon — and the beſt Company. 
my Lord Froth, your Lordſhip is ſo merry a Man, he, 


he, he. | 
A Lord FROTH. 
O foy, Sir Paul, what do you mean? Merry! O bar- 


barous ! I'd as lieve you call'd me Fool. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Nay, I proteſt and vow now, tis true; when Mr. | 


Brisk jokes, your Lordſhip's Laugh does ſo become you, 
he, he, he. | 
Lord FR OT H. 

Ridiculous ! Sir Paul, you're ſtrangely miſtaken. I 
find Champagne is powerful. J aſſure you, Sir Paul, I 
laugh at no Body's Jeſts but my own, or a Lady's; 1 


aſſure you, Sir Paul. 
BRISK. 


How ? how, my Lord ? what, affront my Wit! Let 


me periſh, do I never ſay any Thing worthy to be ages 
at ? | 
Lord FROTH. 

O foy, don't miſapprehend me, I don't ſay fo, for I 
often ſmile at your Conceptions. But there is nothing 
more unbecoming to a Man of Quality, than to Laugh ; 
'tis ſach a vulgar Expreſſion of the Paſſion ! every Body 
can laugh. Then eſpecially to laugh at the Jeſt of an in- 
ferior Perſon, or when any Body elle of the fame Quality 

does not laugh with one; ridiculous! To be pleaſed with 
what pleaſes the Croud ! Now when I * I always 
laugh alene. $4 
BRISK. 
I ſuppoſe that's becauſe you lavgh at my own Jeſts 


Tgad, ha, ha, ha. 
Lord 


And. 


— — — — —— — ——— 
D . 


ws ON Tre "ts" "REA. 
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|! © IordFROTH. 
| He, he, L fwear tho, your Rallery OTITIS © 


Ow. 
RIS K. N 
_ Ay, my Lord, it's a ſign I hit you in the Teeth, if 


| 

| 

| you ſhow 'em. 

| EEE, Lord FROTH. | 

| Fe, he, he, I ſwear that's ſo very pretty, I can't bb. 


| CARELESS. 
4 I find” a Quibble bears more ay 1 in your en 3 
þ Face, than a Jeſt. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Sir Paul, if you pleaſe we'll retire to the Ladies, and 
drink a Diſh of Tea, to ſettle onr Heads. 
2. Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

With all my Heart. Mr. Brist, you'll come to 
us. or call me when you Joke, Dll be ready to laugh 
incontinentiy. 


s C E N E V. 


MzLLZTo AT, CangLESs, Lord FroTu, Balsx. 


MELLEAFONT. 
Bor does your Lordſhip never ſee Comedies? 
Lord FROTHR, © 
O yes, ſometimes, —But I never laugh. 
| MELLEFONT. 
No? 
Lord FR O TH. | 
Oh, no, Never laugh indeed, Sir. 


CARE: 
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CAR SL ESS. 6517 

Nel why what d'ye go there for? | 

Lord FROTH. © 

To diſtinguiſh myſelf from the Commonalty, al 
mortify the Poets ; the Fellows grow ſo conceited, when 
any Of their fooliſh Wit prevails upon the Side-Boxes, — 
I ſwear,.— he, he, he, I have often conſtrain d my In- 
clinations to laugh, — he, he, he, to avoid giving om 


Encouragement. 
MELLEFON 7. 


Vou are eruel to yourſelf, my Lord, as well as mali- 


cious to them. 
Lord FROTH. 


I confeſs I did myſelf ſome Violence at firſt, but now 


I think I have conquer'd it. 
BRISK. 


Let me periſh, my Lord, but there is ſomething very 
articular in the Humour; tis true, it makes againſt Wit, 
and I'm ſorry for ſome Friends of mine that write, but 
.I'gad, I love to be malicious. Nay, 
deuce take me there's Wit in't too and Wit muſt 
be foil'd by Wit ; cut a Diamond with a Diamond ; no 


other Way TI'gad. 
i Lord FROTH. 


Oh, I thought you would not be long, before you 
found out the Tk | 
- CARELESS. 


Wit! In what? Where the Devil's the Wit, in not 
laughing when a Man has a Mind to't ? 

 BRIS$KX- 

O Lord, why, can't you find it ont ?— Why there 
'tis, in the not laughing Don't you apprehend 
me? — My Lord, Care ; eleſs is a very honeft F lo! but 
harkee, you underftand me, ſomewhat heavy, a lit- 

tle ſhallow, or ſo— Why Tl tell you now: 8 4 
N 


* 
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poſe now you come up to me — Nay, pr'ythee Carel:/; 
be inſtructed. Suppoſe, as I was ſaying, you come upto 


me holding your Sides, and laughing as if you would 


Well I look grave, and ask the Cauſe of this immo- 

derate Mirth. You laugh on ſtill, and are not able 

to tell me Still I look grave, not ſo much as ſmile. 
„ö ʃt:x; © $f WW 98 


Smile, no, what the Devil ſhould you ſmile at, when 


you ſuppoſe I can't tell you ? 
* B RISK. 
Pſhaw, pſhaw, pr'ythee don't interrupt me. But l 


tell you, you ſhall tell me. at laſt But it ſhall 
be a great while firſt. | 
\ CARELESS. 


Well, but pr'ythee don't let it be a great while, becauſe 


T long to have it over. 


.B RISK. 


Well then, you tell me ſome good Jeſt, or very witty 
Thing, laughing all the while as if you were ready to die 
and I hear it, and look thus. Would not you 


be diſappointed ? - 
CARELESS. 


No; for if it were a witty Thing I ſhould not expect 


you to underſtand it. 
Lord FROTH. | 


O foy, Mr. Carele/5, all the World allows Mr. Brick 
to have Wit; my Wife ſays, he has a great deal. I hope 


ou think her a Judge. 
* BRISK 


Pooh, my Lord, his Voice goes for nothing. I 


can'ttell how to make him apprehend. — Take it t'other 


Way. Suppoſe I ſay a witty Thing to you:? 
YO , CARELESS. | 


Then I ſhall be diſappointed indeed. 
MELLE- 


« 


* 


r. 
N . 


5 | | 1 J Ss 
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MELLEFONT. « 
Let him alone, Brick, he is obſtinately bent not to be 
inſtructed. 4 
wy BRISK. 


I'm ſorry for- him, the Deuce take me. 
MELLEFONT. 
Shall we go to the Ladies, my Lord: 
Lord FROTH. 
With all my Heart, methinks we are a Solitude with- 
out em. 
MELLEFO NT. | 
Or what ſay you to another Bottle of Champagne J 
Lord FROTH. 
O, for the Univerſe, not a Drop more I beſeech you. 
Oh Intemperate ! T havea fluſhing in my Face already. 
[Takes out a Pocket-Glaſs and looks in it. 
BRISK. | 
Let me fee, let me ſee, my Lord, I broke my Glaſs 
that was in the Lid of my Snuff- Box. Hum! Deuce 
take me, I have encouraged a Pimple here too. | 
{ Takes the Glaſs and looks. 
155 Lord FRO TH. | 
Then you muſt mortify him with a Patch; my Wife 
ſhall ſupply you. Come, Gentlemen, allans, here is 


Company coming. 


SCENE 


N ö 5 888 n by Ss ag 
5 2 . # 2 © , wo la r 
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S c E N E VL. 


Lady Toycawoop, and ©: F 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
I 1 L hear no more. Vare falſe and ungrateful ; come, 


. 1 2 
| MSX NE LZ. 


I have been frail, I confeſs, Madam, for your Lady- 


ſhip's Service. 
| Lady TOUCHWwO OD. 
That I ſhould truſt a Man, whom T bad known betray 


his Friend! 
SKE L Z. 


What Friend have I betray'd ?. Or to whom ? W 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 5 


Vour fond friend Mellgfont, and to me; can you deny 
 MASEKEWELL. 4 


Ido. not, not, 
M4 6UEH# 0; | 
Have you not wrong'd my Lord, who has been a Fa- 


ther to you in your Wants, and given you Being? Have 
you not wrong'd him in the higheſt Manner, in his 


Bed ? 
MASKFWELL. 
With your Ladyſhip's help, and for your Service,” as J 
told you before. I can't deny that neither. Any thing 


more, Madam? 
Lady 70 UC HV OO. 


More! Audacious Villain. O, what's more, is moſt 
wy Shame, Have you not diſhonour d me ? 


| 1 


MAS K. 


4 


$ 0 W TY hy . 
"lp 9 
Ca, ab a. 
ET 
2 
hl 


IP 
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HASKV ELI. 

No, that I deny; ſor J never told in all my * 80 

that Accuſation's anſwer'd ; on to the next. £45 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

Death, do you dally with my Paſſion? Inſolent Devil! 
But have a care, — Provoke me not; for, by the 
Eternal Fire, you ſhall not ſcape my Vengeance 
Calm Villain ! how unconcern'd he ſtands, confeſſing 
Treachery and Ingratitude ! Is there a Vice more black ! 
——O I have Excuſes, thouſands for my Faults ; Fire in 
my Temper, Paſſions in my Soul, apt to ev'ry Provoca- 
tion; oppreſſed at once with Love, and with Deſpair. 
But a ſedate, a thinking Villain, whoſe black Blood runs 
„ bad, what Excuſe can clear! 

e NN. 

Will you be in Temper, Madam ? I would not talk not 
to be heard. I have been [She æualls about diſorder d.] a 
very bed Rogue for your Sake, and you reproach me with 
it; I am ready to be a Rogue ſtill, to do you Service 3 
and you are flinging Conſcience and Honour in my Face, 
to rebate my Inclinations. . How am I to behave myſelf; 
You know I am your Creature, my Life and Fortune in 
your Power; to diſoblige you, brings me certain Ruin. 
Allow i, I would betray y ou; I would not be a Trai- 
tor to myſelf: I don't 8 to Honeſty, becanſe you 
know Iam a Raſcal : But Iwould convince you, from 
thy N oy of my being firm to you. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. ; 

Neceſpty, Impudence ! Can no Gratitude indine you, 
no Obligations touch you? Have not my Fortune, and 
my Perſon, been ſubjected to your Pleaſure ? Were you 
not in the Nature of a Servant, and have not I in effect 
made you Lord of all, of me, and of my Lord? Where 
is that humble Love, the Languiſhing, that Adoration, 
which once was paid me, and everlaſtingly engaged? 

| MAS K- 


95 To FATS d 
' * 
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MASK ME LI. 
Fixt, rooted in my Heart, whence nothing can remove. | 
em, yet you 
Lady TOUCHWO OD: 
Yet, what yet ? | 
MASKWELL. 
| Nay, miſconceive me not, Madam, when I ſay I have 
had a gen'rous and a faithful Paſſion, which you had 


never favour'd, but through Revenge and Policy. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 


Hal 

tf] M 4 SK WE L &. 

Look you, Madam, we are alone, — Pray contain 
yourſelf, and hear me. You know you lov'd your Ne- 
phew, when I firſt ſigh'd for you; I quickly found it; 
an Argument that I lov'd; for with that Art you veil'd 
your Paſſion, *twas imperceptible to all but jealous Eyes, 
This Diſcovery made me bold; I confeſs it; for by it, I 
thought you in my Power. Your Nephew's Scorn of 
you, added to my Hopes ; I watch'd the Occafion, and 
took you, juſt repulſed by him, warm at once with Love 
and Indignation ; your Diſpoſition, my Arguments, and 
happy Opportunity, acco d my Deſign; I preſt the 
yielding Minute, and was bleſs. How I have lov'd you 
ſince, Words have not ſhown, then how ſhould Words 


exprels ? 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 
Well, mollifying Devil And have I not met your 


Love with forward Fire? 
MASKW Z * AY 


| Your Zeal 1 grant was ardent, but miſplac'd ; there 
was Revenge in view ; that Woman's Idol had defil'd the 
Temple of the God, and Love was made'a Mock-Wor- 
ſhip.— A Son and Heir would have edg'd young Melle- 
font 


— — — 
e 
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font upon the Brink of Ruin, and left him none but vou 
to catch at for Prevention. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Again, provoke me! Do you wind me like a La 
only to rouſe my own ſtill'd Soul for your Diverſion ? 


Confufion ! 
MASKWELL. — L 

Nay, Madam, I'm gone, if you Relapſe—What needs 
this? I fay nothing but what you yourſelf, in open 
Hours of Love, have told me. Why ſhould you deny 
it? Nay, how can you deny it? Is not all this preſenc 
Heat owing to the ſame Fire ? Do you not love him ſtill? 
How have I this Day offended you, but in not breaking 
off his Match with Cynthia? Which ere to-morrow ſhall 
be done. had you but Patience. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
How, what ſaid you, Maxwell, Another * 


to unwind my i 
_-MASKWELL. 


By Heay'n, no; I am your Slave, the Slave of alkyour 
Pleaſures ; and will not reſt till I have given you Peace, 
would you ſufter me. 

Lady TOUCHWO OD. 

O, Maskwell, in vain I do diſguiſe me from thee, thou 
know'ſt me, know'ſ the very inmoſt Windings and Re- 
ceſſes of my Soul. — Oh Mellefont ! I burn; married to- 
morrow! Deſpair ſtrikes me. Yet my Soul knows I 
hate him too: Let him but once be mine, and next im- 
' mediate Ruin ſeize him. 

MASKWELL. 

Compoſe yourſelf, you ſhall poſſeſs and ruin him t00, 

— Will that pleaſe you? 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
How, how? Thou dear, thou precious Villain, how? 


MASK 
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b | You hes already been tampering with my Lady Plant? | 
Lady TOUCH OO. 
have: She is ready for any Impreflion I think fit. 
NMS... 
15. muſt be thoroughly perſuaded that Mellgfont loves 
K Lady 70 U CHN OO DD. 
| She is ſo eredulous that Way naturally, and likes him ſo 
well, that ſhe will believe it faſter than I can perſuade 
her. But I don't ſee what you can propoſe from ſuch a 
trifling Deſign ; for her firſt converſing with Mellzſont, 
wil convince her of the contrary. 
1 MASKWELLD. 
I know it. don't depend upon it. But it will 
prepare ſomething elſe; and gain us Leiſure to lay a ſtronger 
ot: If I gain a little Time, I ſhall not e en 


One Minute gives Invention to . 
en, 222 en e ah 


End of the Rel AZ. 
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Lia Faonu and Cn . 


os Ons Mg CYNTHIA. (i490 97.0; 
8 ZNDEED, bee pe 
WW; dyfhip could have been fo much in Love ? 
Lady 'FROTH. 
3% FT could not ſleep one win for: three 
— Weeks together. 
— CYNTHIA. E-3 
Prodigious ! I wonder, want of Sleep, and ſo bench 
Love, and ſo much Wit as r e has, did not 


— ag; 5 
Lady FRO TH. 


© my dear Cynthia, you muſt not rally your F endl 
But really as you ſay, I wonder too, But then F had 
a LE, For between you and I, T had Whimfievand 
Vapours, but 1 gave them Vent. 
CYFNTHI 4 
How Bray; Madam 
Lady FRO T . 
Toni, ir ebend you never write? 
Oe CFNTHFH 


| Lady FROTH. 
Songs, Elegies, Satires, Encomiums, Panegyrics, 
LO, Plays, or Heroic Poems. 


T 


: CT N- 


Write, what ? 
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| CYNTHIA. 
O Lord, not I, Madam; I'm content to be a cour. 
teous Reader. | 
| Lady ROTH. 


O Inconſiſtent! In Love, and not write! If my Lord 


and I had been both of your Temper, we had never 
come together. O bleſs me ! what a ſad Thing would 


that have „ if N Lord and I oat Rover have 
n 1 
W N 7 H I A. 
'Then neither my Lord nor you would ever have met 


with your-Match, on my Conſcience. 
Lady FR O TH. 

O' my Conſcience. no more we ſhould ; thou ſay'ft 
right——for ſure my Lord Froth is as fine a Gentle- 
man, and as much a Man of Quality! Ah! Nothing at 
all of the common Air, —T think I may ſay he wants 
nothing, but a blue Ribbon and a Star, to make him ſhine 
the very Phoſphorus of our Hemiſphere. Do you un- 
derſtand thoſe two hard Words? If you don't, Þll explain 


em to you. 
inen 
Ves, yes, Madam, I'm not ſo Ignorant. At leaſt 
I won't own 1 to be troubled with your Inſtructions. 


(Aldi. 
Lady F ROTH. 

Nay, I beg your Pardon ; but being deriv'd from the 
Greek, I thought you might have eſcap'd the Etymology. 
— But I'm the more amaz'd, to find you a Woman of 
Letters, and not write ! Bleſs me! _ can * efont be- 
lieve you love him? | 

CTINTH 1 A. 

Why Faith, Madam, he that won't take wy Word, 

mall never have it under my Hand. 


indy 


FFF 
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Lady FRO TH. 
Ivo. Mellefont's a pretty Gentleman, but methinks 
he wants a Manner. 
CYNTHIA. 
A Manner ! What' s that, Madam ? 
Lady FROTH. 

Some diſtinguiſhing Quality ; as for Example, the Be/- 
air or Brillant of Mr. Brist; the Solemnity, yet Complai- 
ſance of my Lord, or ſomething of his own that ſhould 
look a little Je. ne. ſcay- guoi; he is too much a eie 


in my Mind. 
CYNTHIA. 24 
He does not indeed affect either Pertneſs or F ormality ; 5 
for which I like him : Here he comes. 
. Lady FROTH. 
And * Lord with him: Pray ehe the Diflerence, 


T. i 


[To them] Lord FRoTn, MELLEFONT and 


Br1$SK. 
or GHATHIL | 
Pefgrnrr Creature! I could almoſt be angry 
with her now). [ 4fide. 
Lady FROTH.. 


My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia, how much I 
have been in Love with you ; I ſwear I have; I'm not 
aſham'd to own it now; Ah! it makes my Heart leap, 
I vow I ſigh when I think on't: My dear Lord! Ha, ha, 
ha, do you remember, my Lord? | 

[Squeezes him by the Hand, looks kindly on him, fighs, 
and then laughs out. 


Lord 
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Lord F ROTH 

Pfeaſant Creature! perfecty wall: ak! that Look: 

ay, there it is; who could reſiſt . *twas fo my Heart was 

made a Captive firſt, and ever ſince” t has been in Love 


with ha * 5 
wa Lady FROTH. 


O chat Tongue, that dear deceitful Tongue: that char- 
ming Softneſs in your Mien and your Expreſſion, and 
then your Bow Ii Good my Lord, bow as you did when I 
gave you my Picture; here, fappoſe this my Picture 

Gives him à packet Glaſs, 

Pray mind my Lord ; ah? 1 he bows charmingly ; 3 nay, 

my Lord, you ſhan't kifs it ſo much; 1 hall grow jea- 

lous, I vow ie bo 1 p be 8 

He os profoundly low, then kiſſes the Glaſs, 

a a mn FECT IH. Wa < 
1 "Mt myſelf there, and kiſs d it for your r ſake. 

Lady FROTH J. 
Ah! ! Gallantry to the laſt degree Nr. Brick, you're 


2 Judge; was ever any thing ſo well bred. as my Lord? 


BRISK. 
Never any Thing but your Ladyſhip, let me perih. 
Lady FR OT H. 

O prettily turn'd a ** 3 let me die but you have a 
great deal of Wit. Mellefont, don' 570% think Mr, 
Brick has a World of Wit? 

ME LLEFO N * | 

O, yes, Madam. 


BRISK. | 
0 dear, Madam 
Lady FR 0 TH 


| | BRISK: 
O Meav'ns! Madam * 


3 infinite deal! 


ady 


ſo? 


ds FR 2 TH, 

More Wit than any Body. 

. | 
I'm everlaſtingly your humble Servant, deuce take 
me, Madam. | 
| Lord FROTH. 

Don' t you think us a happy Couple? 

CYNTHIA. 


I vow, my Lord, I think you the happieſt Couple i 4 
the World ; for you're not only happy in one another, 
and when you are together, but happy in yourſelves, and 


by yourſelves © 
Lord FROTH. 
I hope Me//:font will make a good Husband too. 
CYNTHIA. 


'Tis my Intereſt to believe he will, my Lord. 
Lord FROTH. 


D'ye think he'll love you as well as I do my wife! 


Tm afraid not. 
: CYNTHIA. 
I believe he'll love me better, | 
Lord FROTH. 


| Heav' ns l that can never be; but why do you think 


CYNTHIA. 
ee he has not ſo much Reaſon to be fond of him- 
elf, 
Lord FROTH. 
O your humble Servant for that, Dear Madam; vel, 


Miellgfont, you'll be a happy Creature. 


MELLEFONT. 
Ay, my Lord, I hall have the ſame Reaſon for my 


Hopi that your Lordſhip has, 1 ſhall think my ſelf 
app. | 


Lord FROT H. 
Ah, that's all. 


Vol. I. 1 BRISK, 
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BRISK. Lü Lazy Froth.] 

Your Ladyſhip is in the right; but Pgad I'm wholly 
turn'd 1 into Satire. I confeſs I write but ſeldom, but when 
J do keen ambics, I'gad, But my Lord was 
telling me, your Ladyſhip has made an Effay towards an 
Heroic Poem. 

1 Lady FRO TH. 27 4-08 

Did my Lord tell you! Yes I vow, and the Subject! is 
my Lord's Love to me. And what do you think I call it? 
1 dare ſwear you won't gueſs— The Sillabub, ha, ha, ha, 

| DB REFS RK; *< 

" Becauſe my Lord's Title's Froth, Pgad, ha, ha, ha, deuce 
take me very 2 propos and ſurpriſing, ha, ha, ha. 

Lady FROTH. 

He, ay, is not it?; And then I call my Lord 

Spumoſo; and myſelf, what d'ye think I call myſelf? 


BRISK. 
La#illa, may be. gad I cannot tell. 
Lady R 
Biddy, that's all; juſt my own Name. 
BRISK © 


Biaay ! Igad very pretty = Deuce take me if 
your. Ladyſnip has not the Art of furpriſing the moſt na- 
turally in the World, — 1 hope you'll make me happy in 


communicating the 125 eee 


Wy you muſt be my Confident, I muſt * your Ad- 


vice. 
„„ BRIS K. 


Pm your hank Servant, let me periſh, ME" dt 


our Lad ſhip has read Ba? 
{ N + Lady FROTH. 


0 yes, and Rapin, and Dacier upon „ Arifeths and 
Horace My Lord, you mult not be PO I'm com- 
municating all to Mr. Brick. ; TIP 
or 


< 8 © 0-7 
8 
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Lord FR OT H. 
No, no, Pll allow Mr. Brist; N wong unn 
you to ſhew him, my Dear? | : 
Lady FR 07 H. 
Ves, I believe I have. Mr. Brisk, come, will you 
go into the next Room? And there Plt ne, 70 what 1 


have. 
| "ord FROTH. 9 
n in che ee and come to you, 


; 


8 * N 4 2 Ia 5 lo I As 8 8 * : F 
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M2 1 LEFONT, CYNTHIA. 


. MEL LE FON. 
ye No RE thoughtful, Cynthia? 
CYNTHIA. 
Em thinking, tho Marriage makes Man and Wi fe one 
c Fleſh, it leaves*em ſtill two Fools; and they become more 
Conſpicuous by ſetting off one another. 


:  _MELLEFONT. 8 

f That's only when two Fools meet, and their Follies 
are oppos'd. | 1 

: CYNTHIA. 


Nay, I have known two Wits meet, and by the Oppo- 
fition of their Wit, render themſelves as ridiculous as 
Fools. Tis an odd Game we're going to play at: What 


© Witink you of drawing Stakes, and giving over in time ? 
MELLEFONT. 

4 No, hang't, that's not endeavouring to win, becauſe 

5 1's poſſible we may loſe; ſince we have ſhuffled and cut, 


lers een turn up Trump now. 
rd 5 I 2 CY No 
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CYNTHIA 


Then I find it's like Cards, if either of us havea good 


Hand it is an Accident of Fortune. 
MELLEFONT. 


No, Marriage is rather like a Game at Bowls, Fortune 
indeed makes the Match, and the two neareſt, and ſome- 
times the two fartheſt are together, b the Game 50 


intirely upon Judgment. 


CYNTHEAL | 
Still it is a Game, and conſequently one of us he & be 
a Laker. * 
"MELLEFONT.. 


Not at all; only a friendly Trial of Skil, and the 
Winnings to be laid out in an Entertainment. What $ 
here, the Muſic ? Oh, my Lord has promiſed the 
Company a new Song, we'll get 'em to give it us by the 
Way. [Muficians croſſing the Stage.] Pray let us have the 
Favour of you, to I the Son 8 before the Company 


hear it. 


S O N S. 


. J. | 
i Ce thia * aben- e er 1 09 her, 
Yet ſhe's wext if I give over; 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 
But much more to loſe her Lover: 
Thus, in doubting, He refuſes ; 
And not winning, thus ſhe loſes. 


Pr 'ythee Cynthia ook behind you, 
Ae and Wrinkles will o'ertake jou; 
* Then too late Defire awill find you, 

When the Porwer muſt for ſake you : 


Thi 
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Think, O think th' ſad C ondition, 4 
Tie be Pal, Jet wife Fruition. 82 


VE LLEFO N. 
You ſhall have my Thanks below. 
e tbe Ne they go our. 


SCENE IV. 


FTo them) Sir 741 PLYANT 2nd Lach PLA 17. 


7 Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
ADS bud! I am provok'd into a Fermentation, as 
my Lady Froth ſays ; was ever the like read of in 


Lady P LYANT. 
Sir Paul have Patience, let me alone to rattle him up. 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
Pray your Ladyſhip give me leave to be angry — Pl 
rattle him, up I warrant you, Pll firk him with a. Cex- 
tiorari. 


"Lady PLYANT. 
You firk him JI fk him myſelf; pray Sir Paulhold 


you contented. 
CYNTHIA. 
"Bleſs me, what makes my Father in ſuch a Paſſion ! 


— ] never ſaw him thus before. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Hold yourſelf contented, my Lady Phazt,——1 find 


| Paſſion coming upon me by Inflation, and 1 cannot 
ſubmit as formerly, therefore give WAY. 


T4 - Lady 
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Lady PLYANT.- . 
How now ! will you: be pleaſed to retire, and — 
| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
No marry will I not be pleaſed, I am 1 1 N to be 
angry, that's my Pleaſure at this time. 1801 
- MELLEFON 7. 
What can this mean 
S 
- _Gads my Life, the Man's diſtracted; why how now, 
who are you? What am I? Slidikins, can't I govern you? 
What did I marry you for ? Am I not to be abſolute and 
uncontrolable ? Is it fit a Woman of my Spirit, and 


Conduct, ſhopld be contradigted in a Mer. of this 
| Concern ? ET 
Sir PAUL PL YdNT. 


It concerns me, and only me — Beſides, I'm not to 
be govern'd at all Times, When I am in Tranquillity, my 
Lady Phant ſhall command Sir Paul; but when I am pro- 
vok'd to Fury, I cannot incorporate with Patience and 
Reaſon, - as ſoon may Tigers match. with Tigers, 
Lambs with Lambs, and every n Couple with its 
Foe, as the Poet ſays. —— 

Lady PL TA N T. 

He's hot-headed fill ! ris in vain to talk to you; 
but remember I have a Curtain-LeQure for you, you 
diſobedient headſtrong Brute, 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

No, 'tis becauſe. I won't be a Brute, and have my 
Head fortify'd, that I am thus exaſperated, ——But I 
will protect my Honour, and yonder is the Violater of my 
Fame. | 


Lady PLYANT. 
"Tis my Honour that is concern'd, and the Violation 


was intended to me, Your Honour 1 you have none but 
5 | Feat 
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de is in my keeping, and I can diſpoſe of 1t wu 1 

pleaſe there fore don t provoke me. | 
 SHPAUL PLTANT. 

Hum, gads-bud ſhe ſays true--------Well, my Lady, 
march on, I will fight under you then: I am convinced, 
as far as Paſſion will permit. 

[L. Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefont, 
| Lady PLTANT. 
Inhuman and Treacherous.----- 

Sir PAUL PLYANT.” 7 

Thou Serpent and firſt Tempter of Womankind.---- 
GINTHIE 
Bleſs me! Sir: Madam; what mean you? 

Sir PAUL PL TAN. | 
hy, Ny, come away Thy, touch him not, come hither 
Girl, go not near him, there's nothing but Deceit about 
him; Snakes are in his Peruke, and the Crocodile of 
Nilas in his Belly, he will eat thee up alive. 
| | Lady PLYANT. | 

Diſhonourable, impudent Creature ! 

MELLEFONT. 
For Heaw'n's ſake, Madam, to whom do you direct 


this Language! 
| Lady PLYANT. | 
Have I behav'd myſelf with all the Decorum and Ni- 
cety, befitting the Perſon of Sir Paul's Wife? Have I 
preſerv'd my Honour as it were in a Snow-houſe for theſe 
three Years aſt ? Have I been white and cas even 
by Sir Paul himſelf? 
„ dir F A 
Nay, ſhe has been an invincible Wife, even to me, 
that's the Truth ont. 
| Lady PLYANT. | 
Have I, I ſay, preſervd myſelf, like a fair Sheet of 
Paper, for you to make a Blot upon ?---- 
I 4 | Sir 


1 W bo 7 
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” ME UE PETAENT 
And ſhe ſhall make a Simile with any Woman 1 in * 
land. 
NE LLEF 0 NT. 
I am fo amaz'd, I know not what to fay. 
Sir PAUL FETHANT ; 

Do you think my Daughter, this pretty Creature ; 
gads- bud ſhe's a Wife for a Cherubim! Doyou think her 
fit for nothing but to be a ſtalking ey to ſtand before 
you while you take aim at my Wife ? gads-bud I was 
never angry before in my Life, and Fl never be appeas'd 


again. 
NMELLEF 0 N 72. e 

© Hell and Damnation! This is my Aunt; ſuch Malice 

can be engendred no where elſe. [ 4fidt. 


Lady PLYANT. 
Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his Sight; leave me to 
firike him with the Remorſe of, his intended Crime, 
| CYNTHIA. 
Pray, Sir, ſtay, hear him, I dare affirm he's Innocent. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT, 

Innocent! Why hark*ye, come hither Thy, hark'ye, I 
had it from his Aunt, my Siſter Touchavood, - gads- bud 
he does not care a Farthing for any thing of thee, but 
thy Portion, why, he's in love with my Wife; he would 

have tantaliz'd thee, and made a Cuckold of thy poor 
Father, and that would certainly have broke my Heart 
Am ſure if ever I ſhonld have Horns, they would kill 
me; they would never come kindly, I ſhou'd die of em, 
like a Child that was cutting his Teeth---I ſhould indeed, 
Thy, ----therefore come away; but Providence has pre- 
vented all, therefore come away when I bid you. 

CTNTHI A. 


1 muſt obey, 
'SCENE 


F {7 >. © OY 
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IS C0 NE V. 


Lady PLTANT, MELLEFONT. 


Lady PLYANT. 5 
0 "Sock a thing ! the Impiety of it ſtartles me------- 
I to wrong ſo good, ſo fair a Creature, and one that 


loves you tenderly---*tis a Barbarity of Barbarities, and 
nothing could be guilty of it. ** 
MELLEFONT. | 

But the greateſt Villain Imagination can form, I grant 
it; and next to the Villany of ſuch a Fact, is the Villany - 
of aſperſing me with the Guilt. How ? which way was 
I to wrong her? For yet I underſtand you not. 

Lady PLYANT. | 

: Why, gads my Life, Couſin Mellgfont, you cannot tis 
fo peremptory as to deny it ; when I tax you with it 
2 your Face; for now Sir Paul's gone, you are C 
Noebus. 
; ,MELLIEFONT 

By Heav'n, I love her more than Life, or------ | 

Lady PLYANT. | 

Fiddle, faddle, don't tell me of this and that, andevery 
Thing in the World, but give me Mathemacular Demon- 
ſtration, anſwer me dire&ly---But I have not Patience 
----Oh ! The Impiety of it, as I was ſaying, and the 
unparallel'd Wickedneſs ! Merciful Father! How could 
you think to reverſe Nature fo, to make the Daughter the 
means of procuring the Mother ? | Kt 


* 
be 
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MELLEFONT. © 
The Daughter to procure the Mother! 
” My FET ANT... 


Ay, for tho* I am not Cynthia's own Mother Tam 
her Father's Wife ; and that's near enqugh to make it 


Inceſt. 
© MELLEFONT. | 

Inceſt ?'O my precious Aunt, and the Devil in I 

JuhQion. — . 
Lady PL 74 NT. | 

O reflect upon the Horror of that, and then the Guilt 
of deceiving every Body; marrying the Daughter, only 
to make a Cuckold of the Father; and then ſeducing me, 
debauching my Purity, and perverting me from the Road 
of Virtue, in which I have trod thus long, and ne ver made 
one trip, not one Faux pas ; O confider it, what would 
8 u have to anſwer for, if you ſhould provoke me to 

railty? Alas! Humanity is ſeeble, Heay? n er;? very 
belle and unable to ſupport itſelf. 
MELLEFONT. OY 
Where am I? Is it Day? and am I awake ? Madam-- 
Tai PEAT ANY. 

And no Body knows how Circumſtances may happen 
together To my thinking, now I could reſiſt the 
ſtrongeſt Temptation, ----But yet I know, tis impoſſible 
for me to know whether 1 could or not, there's no 12880 


ja NE L L EO NT. 
Madam, pray 15 me leave to ask you one Que- 
lion. 5 

Lady PLYANT. 


0 Lord, ask me the Queſtion! PII fwear Pl refuſe it; 
I fwear Tl deny it----therefore don't ask me, nay you 


aw” task me, I ſwear I'll deny it. O:Gemini, you have 
brought 


of 2, N * . F 
* NF ts e 
0 - 
, 


The DouBLE-DEALER. 179 
brought all the Blood into my Face; I warrant I am as 
ad as a Turky- Cock; O fy, Couſin Me/lefont! 

MELLEFONT. 

Nay, Madam, hear me; I mean 

| Lady PLYANT. 

Hear you? no, no; Ill deny you firſt, and hear you 
afterward. For one does not know how ones Mind may 
change upon hearing----Hearing is one of the Senſes, 
and all the Senſes are fallible; I won't truſt my Honour, 
I aflure you; my Honour is infallible and uncomatible. 

ü MELLEFONT. ' 

For OOH lake, Man, * 

O name it no "one me, how can you talk 
of Heay'n! and have ſo much wickedneſs in your Heart? 
May be you don't think it a Sin----They ſay ſome of 
you Gentlemen don't think it a Sin----May be it is no 
Sin to them that don't think it ſo; indeed if I did not 
think it a Sin----But ſtill my Honour, if it were no 
Sin,----But then to marry my Daughter for the Conve- 
niency of frequent Opportunities.----Pl1 never conſent 
to that, as ſure as can be, I'll break the Match. 

+: MELLEFONT. | 

Death and Amen, upon my Knees— | 

Nay, nay, riſe up, come you fhall ſee my good Na- 
ture. I know Love is powerful, and no Body can help 

his Paſſion : *Tis not your Fault; nor I ſwear it is not 
mine.------How can I help. it if 1 have Charms? And 
how can you help it, if you ate made a Captive ? I ſwear 

it is pity it ſhould be a Fault,----But my Honour, ---- 
well, but your Honour too«-»+-but the Sin! well 
but the Neceſſity--O Lord, here's ſome Body coming. 

1 can not ſtay, Well, you muſt conſider of your Crime; 

and 
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and ſtrive as much as can be againſt it. ſtriye, be 
ſure But don't be melancholic, don't deſpair, — 

But never think that Pl grant you any thing; O Lord, 
no z but be ſure you lay aſide all Thoughts of the 
Marriage, for tho' I know you don't love Cyntb;a, only 
as a Blind to your Paſſion for me; yet it will make me 
Jealous ——©O Lord, what did I ſay ? Jealous !' no, no, 
I can't be jealous, for I muſt not love you. there. 
fore don't hope, — But don't deſpair neither, O, 
they're coming, I muſt fly. | . 


o 
LY 
* 
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SCENE VI. 
MEzLLEFONT alone, 


MELLEFONT (after a Pauſe.) 
'O then, — ſpite of my Care and Forefight, I am 
caught, caught in my Security, Yet this was 
but a ſhallow Artifice, unworthy of my Matchiavilian 
Aunt: There muſt be more behind, this is but the firſt 


Flaſh, the priming of her Engine ; Deſtruction follows 
hard, if not moſt preſently prevented, 


SCENE 
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8 x N TH. 
[To him] MASK EL I. 


MELLEFONT. _ "0 


Aabæuell, welcome, thy Preſence is a view of Land, 
appearing to my ſhipwreck'd Hopes: The Witch 
has rais'd the Storm, and her Miniſters have done their 
Work; you ſee the Veſſels are parted. 
 MASKFWELLD. 

I know it ; I met Sir Paul towing away Cynthia. : 
Come, trouble not your Head, I'll join you together ere 
to-morrow Morning, or drown between you in the At- 
tempt. 


MELLEFONT. | 
There's Comfort in a Hand ſtretch'd out, to one * 5 
finking ; tho' ne'er fo far off. 
MASKWELTL. | 
No finking, nor no Danger, Come, cheer up; 
why you don't know, that while I plead for you, your 
Aunt has given me a retaining Fee ; —A _LD D> n”” Nay, I am 


your greateſt Enemy, and ſhe does but Journey-Work 


under me, 
| MELLEPFONT. 
Ha ? how's this ? 
| MASK WEL I. 


What d'ye think of my being employ'd in the Execu- 
tion of all her Plots? Ha, ha, ha, by Heav'n it's true; I 
have undertaken to break the Match, I have undertaken 
to make your Uncle diſinherit you, to get you turn'd 
cut of Doors; and to=—and to— Ha, ha, ha, I can't 

tell 


tell you for Laughing, 
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Oh. ſhe has open'd her 


Heart to me I am to turn you a grazing, and to 
Ha, ha, ha, marry Ran myſelf; there's a Plot for 


you. 
MEL L EFONT. 

Ha ! 101 ſee, I ſee my riſing Sun ! Light breaks thro' 

Clouds upon me, and I ſhall live in Day - O my 

Maskwell! How ſhall I thank or praiſe thee; thou haſt 

out- witted Women, But tell me, how could'it thou 


thus get into her Confidence ? Ha? How ? But 
was it her Contrivance to perſuade 57 oY Phyant to 
this extravagant Belief ? 

MASKWEL 55 


It was, and to tell you the Truth, I . it or 
r Diverfion Tho? it made you a little uneaſy for the 
preſent, yet the Reflection of it muſt needs be entertain- 
ing_—— I warrant ſhe was very violent at firſt. 
 MHELLEFONT. 

Ha, ha, ha, ay, ay, a very Fury; but I was moſt afraid 
of her Violence at laſt— If you had not come as you 
did; : don't know what ſhe might have attempted. 

MASKFELLTL. 

Ha, ha, ha, I know her Temper. — Well, you muſt 
know then, that all my Contrivances were but Bubbles; 
till at laſt T pretended to have been long ſecretly in love 
with Cynthia; that did my buſineſs; that eonvinc'd your 
Aunt, I might be truſted ; ſince it was as much my In- 


tereſt as hers to break the Match : Then ſhe thought my 


Jealouſy might qualify me to aſſiſt her in her Revenge: 

And in ſhort, in that Belief, told me the Secrets of her 
Heart. At length we made this Agreement, if I ac- 
compliſſi her Deſigns (as I told you before) ſhe has in- 
gag d to put . with all her Fortune into my 


Power. 
MELLE- 


b 
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* 5, how haſt e. 2 
MASXVEII. 

Iwould not have you ſtay to hear it now; for L dend 
know, but ſhe may come this way; I am to meet her 
anon; after that I' tell you the whole Matter; be here 
in this Gallery an hour hence, by that time 1 i img 
our Conſultation may be over.. * 

ME L LEFO N 7. 0 

1 will; ; till then. ume atterd heh: 


SE N E VIII. 
MASK NME LL alone. 
5 "I LL then, Succeſs will attend me ; for when I meet 
you, I meet the only Obſtacle to my Fortune. 


Cynthia, let thy Beauty gild my Crimes; and whatſoever 
I commit of T'reachery or Deceit, ſhall be imputed to me 


as a Merit Treachery ! what Treachery ? Love 
cancels all the Bonds of Friendſhip, and ſets Men right 
upon the firſt Foundations. 
Duty to Kings, Piety to Parents, Gratitude to Bene- 
factors, and Fidelity to Friends, are different and particu- 
lar Ties: But the Name of Rival cuts em all aſunder, and 
is a general Acquittance ——— Rival is equal, and Love 
like Death an univerſal Leveller of Mankind. Ha ! But 
is there not ſuch a Thing as Honeſty ? Yes, and whoſo- 
ever has it about him, bears an Enemy i in his Breaſt: 
For your honeſt Man, as I take it, is that nice ſcrupu- 
lous, conſcientious Perſon, who will cheat no Body but 
himſelf ; ſuch another Coxcomb, as your wiſe Man, 
| | who 5 
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who is too hard for all the World, and will be made s 
Fool of by no Body, but himſelf: Ha, ha, ha. Well for 
' Wiſdom and Honeſty, give me Cunning and Hypoeriſy ; 
ch, tis ſuch a Pleaſure, to angle for fair-fac'd Fools! Then 
that hungry Gudgeon Credulity, will bite at any thing 
Why, let me ſee, I have the ſame Face, the ſame 
Words and Accents, when I ſpeak what Ido think; and 
when I ſpeak what I do not think——the very ſame 
- and dear Diſſimulation is the only Art, not to be 
known from Nature. a4: 1 


Hhy will Mankind be Fools, and be deceiv' d? 
And why are Friends and Lovers Oaths beliewd? 
M ben, each, who ſearches firiftly bis own Mind, 

May fo much Fraud and Power of Baſeneſi find, 


: End of the Second Act. 


ACT 


Caſe as this, Demonſtration is neceſſary, 
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#c Tn e 
Lord To U HwO op, and Lady roveu 00D. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 


$724 Y Lord, can you blame my Brother Phant, 
„it he refuſe his Daughter upon this Provo- 
ation? the Contra&'s void by this unheard | 
Jof Impiety. | 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
I don't believe it true; he has better 
Principles Pho, *tis Nonſenſe. Come, come, 1 
know my Lady Plant has a large Eye, and would centre 
every Thing in her own Circle ; 'tis not the firſt time ſhe 
has miſtaken Reſpect for Love, and made Sir Paw/jealous 
of the Civility of an undeſigning Perſon, the better to be- 
ſpeak his Security in her unfeigned Pleaſures, N 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. 
You cenſure hardly, my Lord ; my Siſter's Honour is 
very well known. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD:. 
Yes, I believe I know ſome that have been familiarly 


acquainted with it. This is a little Trick wrought by 


ſome pitiful Contriver, envious of my Nephew's Merit. 
Lady TOUCHWO-OD. 

Nay, my Lord, it may be ſo, and J hope it will be 
found ſo: But that will require ſome time; for in ſuch a 
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Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

There ſhould have been Demonſtration of the contrary 
too, before it had been believ'd 
| h 

80 ſuppoſe there was. 2 

How? Where? When? ; 

Lady TOUCHWO 0D. 
That I can't tell; nay I don't ſay there was I am 
1 to believe as favourably of my Nephew as I can. 
Lord T0 UCHVO OD. 
I don't know that. 1 [ Half Aſids. 
Lady 70 UCHVO O. 
How 2 don't you believe that, ſay you, my Lord ? 
Lord TOUCHWOOD, 

No, I don't ſay ſo — I confeſs I am troubled 6 

you ſo cold in his Defence. =. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 


His Deſence! bleſs me, would you have me defend an 


ill Thing? | 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
\ You believe it then? | 
Lady TOUCHMWwOOD. - 

2 Fa t know ; I am very unwilling to ſpeak my 
Thoughts in any Thing that may be to my Couſin's Diſ- 
advantage ; beſides, I find, my Lord, you are prepared 
to receive an ill Impreſſion from any Opinion of mine 
which is not conſenting with your own : But fince I am 
like to be ſuſpected inthe End, and *tis a Pain any longer 
to diſſemble, I own it to you; in ſhort Ido believe it, nay, 
and can believe any thing worſe, if it were laid to his 
Charge Don't ask me my Reaſons, my Lord, for . 
are it o be told you. 


* 
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0 

7 'm amaz d, here muit be ſomething more than ordinary 

in this. [4pae.] Nat fit to be told me, Madam? You can 

have no Intereſts, wherein IJ am not concern'd, and con- 

ſequently the ſame Reaſons ought to be.convincing to me, 

which create your Satisfaction or Diſquiet. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 
But thoſe ach. cauſe my Diſquiet, I am willing to 


n have remote from your hearing. Good my Lord, don't 
. preſs me. 

„ TOUCHWOOD. 
Don't oblige me to preſs you. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Whatever it was, *tis'paſt : And that is better to be 
unknown which cannot be prevented; therefore let me 
d beg you to reſt ſatisfy d | 
| Lord TOUCHIWOOD. 
| When you have told me, I will----- _ 
n | Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
You won AY 
5 Lod TOUCHWOOD. 
By my Life, my Dear, I will. 
. Lady TOUCH WO OD. 


y What if you can't. 

— Lord O UCHVO Ob. 

d How ! Then, I muſt know, nay I will: No more 
e trifling----I charge you tell me- By all our mutual Peace | 
n to come; upon your Duty---- 

Ty Lady TOUCHWOOD. 


', Nay, my Lord, you need ſay no more, to make me 

is lay my Heart before you; but don't be thus or 7 

y compoſe yourſelf: It is not of Concern, to make you 
loſe one Minute's Temper. Tis not indeed, my Dear. 
* by this Kits you ſhan't be angry. O Lord, I wiſh. - 
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J had not told you any thing. —— Indeed, my Lord, you 
have frighted me. Nay, look pleas'd, I tell you. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Well, well. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Nay, but will you be calm indeed it's nothing 
t9— 
Lord TO UCHWO OD. 
But what? 
Lady 70 UCHVO OD. | 
But will you promiſe me not to be angry—.Nay you 
muſt—— Not to be angry with Mellefont=—1 dare 
ſwear he's ſorry and were it to do again, would 


not: 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Sorry, for what? Death, you rack me with Delay. 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. | 
Nay, no great Matter ; only—— Well I have your 
Promiſe=— Pho, why nothing, only your Nephew had 
a mind to amuſe himſelt ſometimes with a'little Galantry 
towards me. Nay, I can't think he meant any thing 
ſeriouſly, but methought it look'd odly. 
Lord TOUCHFOCOD. 
Confuſion and Hell, what do I hear! 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. | 
Or, may be, he thought he was not enough akin to 
me, upon your Account, and had a mind to create a 
nearer Relation of his own ; a Lover you know, my Lord 
-----Ha, ha, ha. Well but that's all. Now you have 
it; well, remember your Promiſe, my Lord, and don't 
take any Notice of it to him. 
Lord 7 O , CH OD. 
No, no, no- Damnation 
| Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Ney, I ſwear you muſt not——A little harmleſs Mirth 
— Only 


Ju 


_ Diſorder: 
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——Only miſplac'd, that's 2 if it were more, 
tis over now, and all's well. For my part I have forgot 


it; and ſo has he, I hope — for I have not heard any 


thing from him theſe two Days. 
Lord T O UCHWOOD. 


Theſe two Days! Is it ſo freſh? Unnatural Villain ! 


Death, II! have him ftripp'd and turn'd naked out of 


my Door this Moment, and let him rot and — in- 
ceſtuous Brute 
Lady 70 UCHWO OD. 

O for Heaven's ſake, my Lord, you'll ruin me if you 
take ſuch public Notice of it, it will be a Town-talk : 
Conſider your own and my Honour nay I told you 
you would not be ſatisfied when you knew it. 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. © 

Before I've done, I will be ſatisfy d. Ungrateful Mon- 
ſter! how long ? 

Lady TOUCHWO Ob. 

Lord, I don't know : I wiſh my Lips had grown to- 
gether when I told you——Almoſt a Twelvemonth 
Nay, I won't tell you any more, till you are yourſelf. 
Pray, ys Lord, don't let the Company ſee you in this 
Vet I confeſs, I can't blame you; for I 
think I was never ſo ſurpris'd in my Life Who 
would have thought my Nephew could have ſo miſcon- 
ſtrued my Kindneſs — But will you go into your Cloſet, 
and recover your Temper? I'll make an Excuſe of ſudden 
Buſineſs to the Company, and come to you. Pray, good 
dear my Lord, let me beg you do now: I'll come ime 
mediately, and tell you all ; will you, my Lord ? 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
I will-——1 am mute with Wonder. 
Lady FOUCHWOOD. 

Well but go now, here's ſome body coming. 
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Lord TOUCHWO OD. 


Well, 1 go You won't ſtay, for I would bear more 


of this. 
| Lacy TO UCHWOOD. 


I follow inſtantly— So. 


8 c E N II. 
Lach Toucnwoop, Masxw EIL. | 


ASK E L I. 
*HI S wasa Maſter-Piece, anddid not need my Help 


confirm all, had there been Occaſion. 
| Lady TOUCHWOOD. 


Have you ſeen Mel//efont ? 
| . " "MASKFEE 6 | 

T have ; and am to meet him here about this time, 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

How does he bear his Diſappointment ? 

 MASKWELL. 

Secure in my Aſſiſtance, he ſeem'd not much afflicted, 
but rather laugh'd at the ſhallow Artifice, which lo little 
time muſt of neceſſity diſcover. Yet he is apprehenſive 
of ſome farther Deſign of yours, and has engaged me to 
watch you, I believe he will hardly be able to prevent 
your Plot, yet I would have yo uſe Caution and Expe- 


dition. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 8 
Expedition indeed; for all we do, muſt be perform'd 
in the remaining Part of this Ex ning, and before the Com- 
pany break up; leſt my Lord ſhould cool, and have an 
rang 4 Oppor 
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Opportunity to talk with him privately My Lord muſt 


not ſee him again. 
EPI 2 MASKWELL, 

By no Means; therefore you muſt aggravate my Lord's 
Diſpleaſure to a Degree that will admit of no Conference 
with him. What think you of mentioning me? 

: Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

How ? | 5 1 
MASXVEILI. 

To my Lord, as having been privy to Mellgſimt's Deſign 
upon you, but till uſing my utmoſt Endeavours to diſ- 
ſuade him: Tho! my Friendſhip and Love to him has 
made me conceal it; yet you may ſay, I threatened the 
next time he attempted any thing of that kind, to diſcover 
it to my Lord. 7: | 

12% Lad TOGU CHPFO OD. 
To whatend is this ? | 
 MASKWELTI. | 

Tt will confirm my Lord's Opinion of my Honour and 
Honeſty, and create in him a new Confidence in me, 
which (ſhould this Deſign miſcarry) will be neceſſary to 
the forming another Plot that I have in my Head To 


you as well as the reſt. _ | [ Ale. 
ri TT OUCHF0OOD. | 
Tl do it I'll tell him you hindred him once from 
forcing me. | TRE 
. MASKWELLI: © 


Excellent! Your Ladyſhip has a moſt improving Fancy. 
You had beſt go to my Lord, keep him as long as you 
can in his Cloſet, and I doubt not but you will mould 
him to what you pleaſe ; your Gueſts are ſo engaged in 
their own Follies and Intrigues, they Il miſs neither of 
You, „ 


is | 1 7 Lady 
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Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
When ſhall we meet At eight this toning 3 in 
my Chamber; there rejoice at our Succeſs, and toy away 
an Hour in Mirth. 
AS K E L L. 


eee 
I 


s o E N 1 I. 


MASKWELL alone. 


Þ Know what ſhe means by toying away an Hour well 
enough. Pox I have loſt all Appetite to her; yet ſhe's 
a fine _ and I lov'd her once. But I don't know, 
ſince I have been in a great Meaſure kept by her, the Caſe 
is alter'd ; what was my Pleafure is become my Duty : 
And I have as little Stomach to her now as if I were her 
Husband. Should ſhe ſmoke my Deſign upon Cynthia, 
' were inafinepickle, She has a damn'd penetrating Head, 
and knows how to interpret a Coldneſs the right Way; 
therefore I muſt diſſemble Ardour and Ecſtaſy, that's re- 
ſoly'd: How eafily and pleaſantly is that diſſembled before 
Fruition ! Pox on't, that a Man can't drink without 
quenching his Thirſt, Ha! yonder comes Me//efont thoughts 
ful, Let me think : Meet her at eight----hum---ha ! 
By Heav'n I have it----if I can ſpeak to my Lord be- 
fore----was it my Brain or Providence ? No matter 
which -I will deceive 'em all, and yet ſecure myſelf: 
*twas a lucky Thought! Well, this Double-Dealing is a 
Jewel. 5 
we he comes : now for? me. 

[Maskwell pretending nat to ſee him, «valks by him, and 


ſpeaks as it were to bimelf, 
N SCENE 


I will not fail. 


* 
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s E N E Iv. 


[7 him] MILL ATN myng. 


 MASKWELL. 


ERCY on us! what will the Wickedneſs of this 
World come to ? 


MELLEFONT. 1 | 
How now, Fact? What, fo full of AY that 
you run over! 
MASKFYELL. 


Pm glad you're come, for I could not contain myſelf 
any longer: And was juſt going to give vent to a Secret, 
which no Body but you ought to el down. * 


Aunt's juſt gone from hence. 


MEI LEFONT. TEL 
And having truſted thee with the Secrets of her Soul, 
thou art villanouſly bent to diſcover em all to me, ha? 
M4SKWELL.' 
I'm afraid my Frailty leans that way — But I don't 


know whether I. can in Honour diſcover them all. 


MEL LEFONT. 4 
All, all, Man : What. you may in Honour betray * 


far as the betrays hetſelf. No tragical Deſign * my 


Perſon, I hope? 

MAS KMW ELI. 

No, but it's a comical. Deſign upon mine. 
bee in WW 

What ä mean? 


vol. I. | K 5 MAS Ke 


— 
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MASKWELL. 


L. iiſten and be dumb; we have been bargaining about 
© the Rate of your Ruin 
MELLEFONT. 
Like any two Guardians to an Orphan Heireſs— Well, 
| MASKWELL. 


And whereas Pleaſure is generally paid with Miſchief, 


what Miſchief I do is to be paid with Pleaſure. 
MELLEFONT. 


So when you've ſwallow'd the Potion, you ſweeten 


| * Mouth with a Plumb. 
MA SXK VME L L. 


You are merry, Sir, but I ſhall probe your Conſtitution, 
In ſhort, the Price of your Baniſhment is to be 1 with 
the Perſon of — 

MELLEFO N T. 
Of Cynthia, and her r you forget f 


| mou told me this before. 
MASKWE L . 


No, 3 far you are right; and J am, as an earneſt 
of that Bargain, to have full and free Poſſeſſion of the Per+ 
| _ of your Aunt. 
* | MELLEFONT.. 

Ha! !——Pho, you trifle. 
| MASKWELL. 
By this Light, I'm ſerious; all Raillery apart. 
Enew *twould ſtun you: This Evening at FE the will 
receive me in her Bed - Chamber. 
' rg-£5 MELLEFONT.. 1 155 
| Hell and the Devil! is ſhe ee of al Cie 
Why the Woman is poſſeſsꝰd 
MA SXE LI. 
Well, will you go in my ſtead? 
ME LLEFO VT. | 
By Heav'a into a hot Furnace ſooner. | 
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MASKWELL. 
No, you would not—It would not be ſo convenient, 5 
as I can order Matters. 
MELLEFONT. 
What d'ye mean! 
MASK WE L I. 

Mean ? not to diſappoint the Lady, I aſſure you 
Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks Come, come, I 
won't perplex you. Tis the only thing that Providence 
could have contriv'd to make me capable of ſerviũg you, 
either to my Inclination or your own Neceſſity. | 

|  MELLEFONT. | | 
How, how, for Heav'n's ſake, dear Maskawell? 
MASXVEII. 

Why thus 'I go according to Appointment; yo 
ſhall have Notice at the critical Minute to come and ſur- 
priſe your Aunt and me together: Counterfeit a Rage 
againſt me, and I'll make my Eſcape through the private 
Paſſage from her Chamber, which I'll take care to leave 
open: Twill be hard, if then you can't bring her to any 
Conditions. For chis Diſcovery will diſarm her of - f 
Defence, and leave her entirely at your ny N 1 : 


muſt ever after be in awe of you. 
: MELLEFONT. | 
Let me adore thee, my better Genius By Heav'n I 
think it is not in the Power of Fate to diſappoint my ; 
Hopes — My Hopes! my Certainty ! | 
MASXVEILI. | 
Well, I'll meet you here, within a Quarter of eight, 


and give you Notice. 
MELLEFONT. 


| Good Fo ortune ever go along with thee, 
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MSI ILETOMT, CAR EZI ESS. 


CARELESS. 
Elkfent, get out o'th* Way; my Lady Phant's com- 
ing, and I ſhall never ſucceed while thou art in 
Sight Tho! ſhe begins to tack about : but I made 
Love a great while to no Purpoſe. 
MELLEFONT. 
Why, what's the Matter ? She's convinc'd that I'don't 
Care for her. 


CARELESS. -...-- 

I can't get an Anſwer from her, that does not © begin 
with her Honour, or her Virtue, her Religion, or ſome 
ſuch Cant. 'Then ſhe has told me the. whole Hiſtory of 

Sir Paul's nine Years Courtſhip ;. how. he has lain for 
whole Nights together upon the Stairs, -before-her Cham- 
ber Door; and that the firſt Favour he receiv'd from her, 

| was a Piece of an old Scarlet Petticoat for a Stomacher; 
which ſince the Day of his Marriage, he has, out of a 
Piece of Gallantry, converted into a Night- Cap, and wears 
it ſtill with much Solemnity on his Anniverſary Wedding - 


Night. 
ME LLBFON - | 

That I have ſeen, with the Ceremony thereunto be- 
longing For on that Night he creeps in at the 
Beds Feet like a gull'd .Baſſa that has marry'd a Relation 
of the Grand hignior, and that. Night he has his Arms at 
Liberty, Did : not ſhe tell you at what a — ſhe 
eeps 
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keeps him ? he has confeſs'd to me that but at ſome cer- 
tain times, that is I ſuppoſe when ſhe apprehends being 
with Child, he never has the Privilege of uſing the Fami- 


| liarity of a Husband with a Wife. He was once given 


to ſcrambling with his Hands and. ſprawling in his Sleep ; 
and ever ſince ſhe has him ſwadled up in Blankets, and 
his Hands and Feet ſwath'd down and ſo put to Bed; and 
there he lies with a great Beard, like a Ruſſaan Bear upon 
a Drift of Snow. You are very great with him, I won- 
der he never told you his Grievances ; he will, I warrant 
ou. 
K CARELESS, 
Exceſſively fooliſh ! But that which gives me moſt 
Hopes of ber, is her telling me of the many 1 


ſhe has reſiſted. 
| MELLEFONT. 


Nay, then you have her; fur a Woman 's bragging to a 
Man that ſhe has overcome Temptations, is an Argument 
that they were weakly offer'd, and a Challenge to him to 


engage her more irrefiſtibly., * Tis only an inhancing the 


Price of the Commodity, by telling you how. many. Cu- 
ſtomers have underbid hex. 
_ CARELESS, | 
Nay, I don't deſpair But ſtill ſhe has a grudging 
to you I talk'd to her tother Night at my Lord 
Frotb's Maſquerade, when I'm fſatisfy'd ſhe, knew me, and 
I had no Reaſon to complain of my Reception; but 1 


find Women are not the ſame bare - faced and in Masks,— 
and a Vizor . their Inclinations as much as their 


Faces. 
ELLE TON. 
"Tis a Miſtake, for Women may moſt properly be ſaid 
to be unmask'd when thy wear Vizors ; for that ſecures 
them from Bluſhing, and being out of Countenance, and 
next to being in the Dark, or alone, they are moſt truly 
K 3 them- 
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themſelves in a Vizor Mask. Here they come, I'll leave 
you, Ply her cloſe, and by and by clap a Billet dauæ into 
her Hand: For a Woman never thinks a Man truly in Love 
with her, 'till he has been Fool enough to think of her 
out of her Sight, and to loſe ſo much time as to write 
to her. 


SCENE. VI. 


CanzI ESS, Sir Paul PLYANT, and Lady Plyaxt, 


Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
HAN T ve diſturb your Meditation, Mr. Carel/it 
' You wou' d be private. | 
CARELESS. 
Tou bring that along with you, Sir Paul, that ſhall 
be always welcome to my Privacy. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
0 ſweet Sir, you load your humble ae both me 
and my Wife, with continual Favours. 
Lady PLYANT. 
Sir Paul, what a Phraſe was there? You will be . 
ing Anſwers, and taking that upon you, which ought 
to lie upon me: That you ſhould have ſo little Breeding 
to think Mr. Careleſi did not apply himſelf to me. Pray 
what have you toentertain any Body's Privacy? I ſwear 


and declare in the Face of the World I'm ready to bluſh | 


for your Ignorance. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


1 1 2 my . but don t ſnub ſo loud, 
| [4fice to her. 
: „„ 3 


T. 


To 


+ 4 
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Lady PLYANT, ; 
Mr. Careleſs, if a Perſon that is wholly illiterate might 
be ſuppoſed to be capable of being qualified to make a 
ſuitable Return to thoſe Obligations which you are pleaf- 
ed to confer upon one that is wholly incapable of being 
qualify'd in all thoſe Circumſtances, I'm ſure I ſhou'd ra- 
ther attempt it than any thing in the World, [ Cart'/ies] 
for I'm ſure there's nothing in the World that I would 
rather, [Curt fies] But I know Mr. Carel/ is ſo great 
a Critic and ſo fine a Gentleman, that it is impoſſible for 
me n——— | 
ins CARELESS. 
O Heay'ns ! Madam, you confound me. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. : 
Gad's-bud, ſhe's a fine Perſon 
| Lady PLYANT, _ 
O Lord ! Sir, pardon me. We Women have not thoſe 
Advantages : I know my own ImperfeQions----But at 
the ſame time you muſt give me leave to declare in the 
Face of the World that no Body is more ſenſible of Fa- 
vours and Things : for with the Reſerve of my Honour, 
aſſure you Mr. Careleſt, I don't know any Thing in the 
World I would refuſe to a Perſon ſo meritorious — You'll 
pardon my want of Expreſſion — ED 
1 CARELESS... 
O your Ladyſhip is abounding in all Excellence, par- 
ticularly that of Phraſe. 8 
Lady PLY A NT. 
You are ſo obliging, Sir. 
5 CARELESS, 
Your Ladyſhip is ſo charming. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
So, now, now; now, my Lady. | 
Lady PLY ANT, : 
80 well bred. | | 1 
3 1 . CARE- 
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#1 ai. 


200 The DouBtt-DtaALEr K 
C4 R ELESS. 
So ſurpriſing. 
Lady PLTA NT. 
So well dreſt, ſo bonne mine, fo eloquent, fo unaffected, 
ſo eafy, ſo free, ſo particular, ſo agreeable 
p Sir PAUL PLTANT. 
Gs ſo, fo, there. | 
CAREL 2 SS. 
0 Lord: J beſeech you, Madam, Jon't- 
Lady PLY ANT. | 
| o gay, ſo graceful, ſo good Teeth, ſo fine Shape, ſo 
1 Limbs, ſo fine Linen, and I don't doubt but 2 
have a very good Skin, Sir. 
CARELESS. 
For Heav'n's ſake, Madam Fm quite out of Coun- 
tenance, | | 


Sir PAUE PLYANT. | 

And my Lady's quite out of Breath; or elſe yon ſhould 
bear Gad's-bud, you may talk of my Lady Froth'! 

| CARELESS. 

O fy, fy, not to be named of a Day — My Lady Froth 
is very well in her Accompliſhments——— But it is when 
my Lady Phan is not thought of if that * 

Lady PLTANT. | | 

O you overcome me That is ſo exceſſive. | 

Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
Nay, I ſwear and vow that was pretty. - 
CARELESS. 

O Sir Paul, you are the happieſt Man alive. Such 2 

Lady that is the Envy of her own Sex, Nos the Admi- 


ration of ours. | 
| Sir PAUL PLYANT.. 

Your humble Servant. Lam; I thank Heav*n;-ina fine 
way of Living, as I may ſay peacefully and happily, and 


1 * need not envy apy of my 3 _— be 
roxi- 


\ 


1 
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Providence—Ay truly, Mr. Careleſs, my Lady is a great 
Bleſſing, a fine, diſcreet, well-ſpoken Woman as you ſhall 
ſee—— If it becomes me to ſay ſo; and we live very com- 
fortably together ; ; ſhe is a little haſty ſometimes, and ſo 
am I; but mine's ſoon over, and then I'm ſo forry— 
O, Mr. Careleſs, if it weſy'not for one. thing— 


* 
* 
3 


* N E VIE 


Cann 1157 Sir PauLPLYANT, lach PI v *T, 
Toy 


1 
- Lady PLYANT. © 
Hon.; often have you been told of that, you Jacks 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. = 
Gad fo, gad's-bud——-Tim, carry it to my Lady, yon 
ſhould have earry'd it to my Lady fr. 5 
BOY. 
Tis directed to your Worſhip. 
Sir PAUL PETANT.. | 
Well, well, my Lady reads all Letters frſt Child, 
do ſo no more: d'ye hear, Tim. 
30. 
No, and't pleaſe you. 


SCENE 
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c A * PLYANT, LayP 1Y Ant 


Sir PAUL PLYANT.. 


. A? 8 of my Wife's, you know Women have little 
Fancies But as I was telling you, Mr. Careleſi, if 

It were not for one thing, I ſhould think myſelf the hap- 
pieſt Man in the World; indeed that touches me near, 


near. 
8 CARETESS. 
What can that be, Sir Paul. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT,. | 

Why, I have, I thank Heav'n, a very plentiful Fortune, 
a good Eſtate in the Country, ſome Houſes in Town, and 
ſome Money, a pretty tolerable perſonal Eſtate; and it is 
a great Grief to me, indeeditis, Mr. Carelęſi, that T have 
not a Son to inherit this "Tis true, I havea Daugh- 
ter and a fine dutiful Child the is, though I ſay it, bleſſed 
be Providence I may ſay; for indeed, Mr. Carel:/5, I am 
' mightily beholden to Providence, - A poor unworthy 
Sinner But if I had a Son, ah, that's my Affliction, 
and my only Affliction; indeed cannot refrain Tears when 


x comes in my Mind. WK 1 0 | 


CAR 2 L 2 SS. | 
Why, methinks that might be eafily remedied—my 


Lady's a fine likely Woman 
Sir PAUL PEY ANT. 


Oh, a fine likely Woman as you ſhall ſee in a Sum- 
mer's 
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mer's Day — ſhe is, Mr. Carele . wo all 


CARELESS. 
And I ſhould not have wken, you to have . fo 


od —— 
Sir PAUL. PLYANT.. 

Alas, that's not it, Mr. Carel/5 3 ah l that's not it; 
no, no, you ſhoot wide of the Mark a Mile; indeed you 
do, that s not it, Mr. Careleſi, no, no, that's not it. 

i CARELESS. 2 

No ; ; what can be the matter then ? 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

You'll ſcarcely believe me, when I ſhall tell you- my 
Lady is fo Nice----It's very ſtrange, but it's true: Tos 
true--------ſhe's ſo very Nice, that I don't believe ſhe 
would touch a Man for the World----At leaſt not above 
once a Year; I'm ſure I have found it ſo; and alas, what's 
once a Year to an old Man, who would do good i in his 
Generation? Indeed it's true, Mr. Carelgſi, it breaks my 
Heart----I am her Husband, as I may fay ; though far 
unworthy of that Honour, yet I am her Husband ; but 
alas-a-day, I-have no more Familiarity with her Perſon 
----as to that Matter than with my own MT 


no indeed. 
CARELESS. ; | 
Alas a day, this is a lamentable Story; my Lady muſt 
be told on't; ſhe muſt i' faith, Sir Paul; tis an Injury to . 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. | 
Ay! ha to Heay'n you would, Mr. Carelgſi; you 


are mightily in her Favour. 
CARELESS. 


I warrant you 3 z What, we mult have a Son ſome way 5 
or other. EE 


the World. 


In 
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Sr PAUL PLYFANT. 
Indeed, 1 * be mightily bound to you, if you could 
bring i it about, Mr. Careleſs. £ a 
Lady PLYANT. 
Here, Sir Paul, it's from your Steward, here's a | Return 


of 600 Pounds; you my * of ir. for the next half 
Tear. 1 bins the Letter. 


* s CE NE IX. 
[To them] LixdFnory, CyN THIA. | 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
; H22 does my Girl ? come hither to thy Fatlier 
poor Lamb, thou art Melancholic. 
| Lord FROTH. © 
Heav'n, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of all things in the 
' Warld---you are never pleas'd but when we are all upon 
the broad Grin ; all Laugh and no Company ; ab, then 
tis ſuch a Sight to ſee ſome Teeth------Sure you're a great 
Admirer of my Lady Whifter, Mr. Sneer, and Sir Lan- 


rente Loud, and that Gang. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


I vow and ſwear ſhe's a very merry Woman, but EF 


think ſhe laughs a little too much. 
Lord FROTH. 


Merry! O Lord, what a Character that is of a Woman 
of Quality-----You have been at my — Mpifer's __ 
her Day, Madam ? | 


cr 


eh 


wh of 
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C TNT = 14 8 ; 
Y my Lord I muſt humour 
N Lord FR OT H. £46k 
Well and how ? hee! What 1 is your Senſe of the Con- 
verſation ? * 
| 0 moſt ridiculous, a verpetaal Conſort of Aden 
without any Harmony; for ſure, my Lord, to laugh out 
of Time, is as diſagreeable as to ſing out of Time or 


out of Tune. 
3 Lord F ROTH. | 
Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my Lady pit. is 
fo ready — ſhe always comes in three Bars too ſoon — _ 
And then, what do they laugh at? For you know laugh 
ing without a Jeſt is as impertinent, hee! as, az +» 
CTTNH IA. 
As dancing without a Fiddle. 
Lord FROTH. © 
Joſt, i' faith: that was at my Tongue's end. 
CYNTHE4: 
But that cannot be properly ſaid of them, * I think 
they are all in good Nature with the World, and only 
laugh at one another ; and you muſt allow they have alf 
Jeſts in 2 none in their 
. * 
Ford F ROTH. : 
True, as I'm a Perſon of Honour For Heav'n's 
fake let us ſacrifice 'em to Mirth a little. | 
* [ Enter Boy and whiſpers Sir Paul. 
+ Gp PP LUE PEE ENT. | 
Gads fo —— Wife, Wife, my Lady Phant, I have 


a Word. 
Lady PLYANT, 
7 m ih, Sir Paul; I wonder at your Impertinence, 


CARE 
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= CARELESS. | 
Sir Paul, harkye, I'm reaſoning the Matter you 
know; Madam,——if your Ladyſhip pleaſe, we'll diſ- 
Courſe of this in the next Room. | 
| „ . 
O ho, I wiſh you good Succeſs. I wiſh you good 
; Succeſs. Boy, tell my Lady, when ſhe has done, I 
would ſpeak with her below. 


8 0 © os Roti hs. 
- rr , Lord FAO r n, Lady FRO, H, Brisx, 


| Lady FRO 7 H. 


T* EN you think that Epiſode between Sſan, the 
Dairy-Maid, and our Coachman is not amiſs ;/ you 
know, I may ſuppoſe the Dairy in Town, as well as in 


the Country. 
. 3ERISX. 


In comparable, let me periſh— But then being an he- 
roic Poem, had not you better call him a Charioteer ? Cha- 
rioteer ſounds great; beſides your Ladyſhip's Coachman 
Having a red Face, and you comparing him to the Sun--- 
And you know the Sun is call'd Heav' n' Charioteer, 
Lady FROTH. * | 
- Oh, infinitely better ; I'm extremely beholden to you 
for the Hint ; ſtay, we'll read over thoſe balf a Score Lines 
again. [Palls cut a Paper. | Let me ſee here, you know 
what goes before —— the Compariſon, you know. 
[Reads. ] „ 
For as the Sun ſbiues ev'ry Day, 


So of our Caachman I may ſay. | 
x F230 
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BRISK. 


| Tm afraid that Simile won't do in wet- Weather-=Be- 


h cauſe you ſay the Sun ſhines every Day, 
Lady FROTH. 
No, for the Sun it won't, but it will do for the Coach- 
man, for you know there's moſt Occaſion for a Coach in 


wet Weather. 
BRISK. 


Right, right ; that faves all. | 
Lady FROTH. 155 

Then I don't fay the Sun ſhines all the Day, but that 
he peeps now and then, yet he does fhine all the Day og 


you know, tho' we don't ſee him. 
BRISK, 


Right, but the Vulgar will never comprehend that.” 


Lady FR OT H. 
Well, you ſhall eee . me ſee. 


W ae e 
So, of our Coachman I may ſay, 
He ſhows bis drunken fiery Fave, 
Fuſt as the Sun does, more or le eſs. 
BRISK. 
That 5 right, all's well, all's well. More or heft. 
Lady FROTH. [ reads. } 
Aud 20 at Night his Labour's Rd. 
7, hen too, like Heaw'n's Charioteer the Sun: 
A 7 Charioteer does better. 
Into the Dairy he deſcends, | 
And there his Whipping and his Driving ends z 
There he's ſecure from Danger of a Bilk, | 
His Fare is paid him, and he ſets in Milt. 


F ar Suſen, you know, is Thetis, and ſo--- 
. 
Incomparably. well and proper, 3 7 ead-—-But I have 
ous 


% 


/ 


© Honour, let me periſh. 
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one Exception to make Don't you think Bt (I 


know it's good Rhime) but don't you think. Bi/k and Fare 


too like a Hackney Coachman ? 
Lady FROTH. 


I ſwear and vow I'm afraid ſo And yet our Febs 


was a Hackney Coachman when my Lord took him. 


BRISK. 

Was he? I'm anſwer d, if Febuwas a Hackney Coach- 
man——You may put that in the marginal Notes tho? to 
prevent Criticiſm—only mark it with a ſmall Aſteriſm, 
and ſay,——7ebu was formerly a Hackney Coachman. 

| Lady FROTH. 
I will; you'd oblige me extremely to write Notes to 


| the . 


| BRISK. 
with all my Heart and Soul, and proud * the vaſt 


Lord F R 0 TH. 
Hee, hee, hee, my Dear, have you done — won't = 


Join with us ? we were laughing at my Lady Whifter, and 


Mr. Sneer. 
7 Lady FROTH. | 
---- Ay my Dear Were you? O filthy Mr. Seer ? 


he's a nauſeous Figure, a moſt fulſamic Fop, ſoh 


He ſpent two Days together in going about Covert- 
Garden to ſuit the Lining of his Coach ner his Com- 
plexion. 
Lord FR OTA. | 

O ſilly ! yet his Aunt is as fond of him, as if ſhe had 
brought the Ape into the World herſelf. 

BRISK. | 

Who, my Lady Tootble/s? O, ſhe's a tb Specta- 

cle, ſhe's always chewing the Cud like an old Ewe. 
1 CP N THI A. 
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Lady FRO FH. | 
1 have ſeen her take em half chew'd out of her * 
to laugh, and then put them in again — Foh. 
Lord F ROTH. 
Foh. 
Lady FROTH. 

Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when Seer offers to 
ſpeak And fits in Expectation of his no Jeſt, with 
her Gums bare, and her Mouth open——— «© 

B RIS X. 
Like an Oifter at low Ebb, I'gad—— Ha, ha, ha. 
CYNTHIA. [Alde.] 4 

Well, I find there are no Fools fo inconſiderable in 

chemfelves, but they ean render other People 


tible by expoling their Infirmities. 
Lady FROTH. « 


Then that t other great ſtrapping Lady ——T can't hit 


of her Name; the old fat Fool that paints ſo exorbi- 


tantly. 
8B RISMXK. | | 
I know whom you mean But deuce take me I can't 
hit of her Name neither Paints dye ſay > Why ſhe 
lays it on with a Trowel-—Then ſhe has a great Beard 
that briſtles through it, and makes her look as if ſhe 
were plaiſter'd with Lime and Hair, let me periſh. 
Lady FROTH. 
Oh you made a Song upon her, Mr. Brick. 
BRISK. 
He? egad, ſo I did My Lord can ſing it. 
CYNTHI4. 
O good my Lord let's hear it. 
BRISK : 
"Tis not a Song neither Its a ſort of an n | 
or rather an Epigrammatic Sonnet ; I don't know what 
to call-it, but it's Satire. Sing it, my Lord. 
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| Lord FROT A ſings. 
Ancient Phillis has young Graces, 
"Tis ſtrange thing, but a true one ; 
Shall I tell you how ? 
She herſelf makes her own Faces, 
And each Morning WEAYS A NEW one; 


Where's the Wonder now ? 
B NIS K. 


Short, but there's salt in ti my way of Wridog, I'gad. 


wr * \.\ 
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Lady FR OT H. 
„ 5 ay 
FOOTMAN. | 
- Your Ladyſhip's Chair is come. £3 | 
. Lady FRO T H. 
Is Nurſe and the Child in it ? 
FOOTMAN. 
Yes, Madam. 
| Lady FROTH. 
G e let's go ſee it, 
Lod FROTH. 


T ſwear, my Dear, you'll ſpoil that Child, with ſend- 
ing it te and again ſo often; this is the ſeventh time the 
Chair has gone for her to-day, 

Lady FROTH. 

. O-law, I ſwear it's 42 the ſixth - and J han't ſeen 1 
theſe two Hours—The poor dear Creature I ſwear, 
* Lord, you don't love Poor little . 
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dear Cynthia, Mr. Brik, we'll go ſee rhe th 80 Lk 


Lord won & + * 
% 
Tl wait upon your Ladyſhip. 
BRISK. 
Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Sapho . 2. 
Lady FROTH. 3 

Three Quarters, but I ſwear ſhe has a World of Wit, 
and can ſing a Tune already. My Lord, won't you go? 
Won't you ? What, not to ſee Saph? Pray, my Lord, 
come ſee little Saph, I knew you cou'd not a 


$ C.E.N'E Xx 


CyNTHia alone. 


＋ Is not ſo hard to counterfeit Joy in the Depth of | 
Affliction, as to diſſemble Mirth in Company 
of Fools——Why ſhould I call em Fools? The World 
thinks better of 'em ; for theſe have Quality and Educa- 
tion, Wit and fine Converſation, are receiv'd and ad- 
mir'd by the World---If not they like and admire them- 
ſelves--- And, why is not that true Wiſdom, for tis Hap- 
pineſs : And for ought I know, we have miſapply'd the 
Name all this while, and miſtaken the Thing : Since 


If Happineſs in Self content is 2 
The Wiſe are Wretched, and Fools only Ble % , 


End of the Third AF. 
ACT 
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A C * W. S ONE 1, 
MELLEFONT and CYNTHIA. 


Heard him loud as-I came by the Cloſer 

Door, and my Lady with him, but ſhe 
4 ſeem'd to moderate his Paſſion, 

. MELLEFONT. 

MA Ay, Hell thank her, as gentle Breezes 
moderate a Fire; but ſhall counter-work 
; her — and ride the Witch in ** own Bridle. 

F „ e NR. 
- It's impoſſible ; ſhe'll caſt beyond you a- U lay 
my Life it will never be a Match. 55 

8 MELLEFONT. 


What? 
5 CYNTHIA. 
Between you and me. 
MELLEFONT. 
Why ſo? 


CYNTHIA. 

My Mind gives me it won't becauſe: we are both 
willing; we each of us ſtrive: to reach the Goal, and 
hinder one another in the Race; I ſwear it never does 
well when the Parties are ſo agreed----For when Peo- 
ple walk Hand in Hand, there's neither overtaking nor 
meeting: hy hunt in Couples, \ where we both * 


W 


e Sv e Vw pau gu" 


3 f 
. 


\ 
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the ſame. Game, but forget one another, and 'tis becauſe 
we are ſo near that we don't think of coming together. 

MELLEFONT. 
Hum, 'gad I believe there's ſomething in't ;—Mar- 


riage is the Game that we hunt, and while we think that 
we only have it in View, I don't ſee but we have it in 


our Power. 
.CY.N.THIA. . 
Within reach ; for Example, give me your Hand ; you 
have look'd through the wrong End of the Perſpective 
all this while ; for nothing has been between us but our 


Fears. 
MEL LEF 0 NT. - 

'I don't” know- why we ſhould not ſteal out of the 
Houſe this very Moment and marry one another, with 
out Conſideration or the Fear of Repentance. Pox o For- 
tune, Portion, , Settlements and Jointures, 

CI NTHI4 
Ay, ay, what have we to do with em; you know we 


marry for Love. 
MEL LEFONT. 


Love, Love, downright very villanous Love. 
CYNTHI A. 
And he that can't live upon Love, deſerves to die in a 


Ditch. Here then, I give you my Promiſe, in ſpite 


of Duty, any Temptation of Wealth, your Inconſtancy, 
or my own Inclination to change 
MELLEFONT. 
To run moſt wilfully and unreaſonably away with me 
this Moment, and be married. | 
CTNTHIEA 


Hold Never to marry any body eſe. 
MELLEFONT. © 


That's * a kind of Negative Conſent— Why, you 
won't.balk the Frolic ? _ 
CY Ne 


oY N PEP BF * * * I 
EGS a : 
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1 C NT H IA. 

If you had not been fo aſſured of your own Conduct 1 
would not But tis but reaſonable that ſince I conſent 
to like a Man without the vile Conſideration of Money, 

he ſhould give me a very evident Demonſtration of his 
Wit: Therefore let me ſee you undermine my Lady Touch. 
avoed, as you boaſted, and force her to give her Conſent, 
| and then - 


1 NME LLEFO NT. 
TI dot. 5 
3 CYNTHIA. 
And TI do't. | ES 
MELLEFONT. 


This very next enſuing Hour of eight o'Clock is the 
laſt Minute of her Reign, unleſs the Devil aſſiſt her js 


o 


| 2 & & Ip 
Well, if the Devil ſhould aſſiſt her, and your Plot miſ- 


|  MELLEFONT. 
Ay, what am I to truſt to then? 
e 1 | 
Why if you give me very clear Demonſtration that it 
was the Devil, I'll allow for irrefiſtible Odds. But if [ 


find it to be only Chance, or Deſtiny, or unlucky 


Stars, or any thing but the very Devil, I'm inexorable : 
Only ftill TIl keep my Word, and live a Maid for your 
fake. f 1 | rage 4's 

|  MELLEFONT. 


And you won't die one, for your own; fo ill there's 


Hope. T3 

ah FE - - SOT AS 
_ Here's my Mother-in-law, and your Friend Carels/+ ; 
I would not have em ſee us together yet. 


My, ej 3, © my 95 KK 
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C4 LEN 


e > I” SONG) 


8 CEN E IL 
 CarELEsS ar Lady P LYANT- 


Lady PLTANT. 

Swear, Mr. Careleſs, you are very alluring——And 

ſay ſo many fine Things, and nothing is ſo moving to 
me as a fine Thing. Well, I muſt do you this Juſtice, 
and declare in the Face of the World, never any Body 
gain'd ſo far upon me as yourſelf; with Bluſhes I mull 
own it, you have ſhaken, as I may ſay, the very Foun- 
dation of my Honour Well, ſure if I eſcape your 


Importunities, 1 ſhall value myſelf as long as I live, I 


ſwear. 
"CARELESS. | : 
And deſpiſe me. Sigbingꝭ 
lady P LTA N. OY 
The laſt of any Man in the World, by my Purity; now 
you make me ſwear O Gratitude forbid, that I ſhould 
ever be wanting in a reſpectful Acknowledgement of an 
intire Reſignation of all my beſt Wiſhes, for the Perſon 
and Parts of ſo accompliſh'd a Perſon, whoſe Merit chal- 
lenges much more, I'm ſure, than my illiterate Praiſes 
can deſcription—— | 
CARELESS[Hha aubining Tone.] 
Ah Heav'ns, Madam, you ruin me with Kindneſs 
5 charming Tongue purſues the Victory of your 
yes, 12 7515 at your Feet your poor Adorer dies. 
Lady P L E ANT. | 
Ak * fine. 


C ARI. 
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[CARELESS [Still aubining.] 

Ah why are you ſo Fair, ſo bewitching Fair? O let 
me grow to the Ground here, and feaſt upon that Hand ; 
O Let me preſs it to my Heart, my trembling Heart, the 
nimble Movement ſhall inftru& your Pulſe, and teach it 


to alarm Deſire. 
[Zoons, Tm almoſt at the end of my Cant, if be duet 
not yield quickly. © I F//7 


Lady PLYANT. 
O that's ſo paſſionate and fine, I cannot hear it—[ 
am not ſafe if I ſtay, and muſt leave you. 
CARELESS. 
And muſt you leave me! Rather let me languiſh out 
a wretched Life, and breathe my Soul beneath your Feet. 
[I muſt fay the ſame thing over again, and can 't helþ it, 


[ 4fide, 
1 Lady PLYANT. 

I fwear I'm ready to languiſh too O my Ho- 
nour ! Whither is it going? I proteſt you have given 
me the Palpation of the Heart. 

CARELESS. 

Dun you be ſo cruel ? 

Lady PLYANT. 

Oo riſe I beſeech you, ſay no more till you riſe--- 
why did you kneel ſo long? I ſwear I was ſo tranſ- 
ported I did not fee it. Well, to ſhew you how 
far you have gain'd upon me; I aſſure you if Sir Pas 
ſhould die, of all Mankind there's none I'd ſooner make 


my ſecond Choice. 
"CARELESS. 
O Heav'n! I can't out- live this Night without Your 


Favour---I feel my Spirits faint, a general Dampneſs 
; over-ſpreads my Face, a cold deadly Dew already vents 


2 all my Pores, and will to-morrow waſh, me for 


ever from your Sight, and drown me in my ye 
y 


The, Dov3rr-DrALeR $17 


lady E LTA A, 

0 you have Da ſweet, melting, moving Sir, 
you have conquer d- What Heart of Marble can refra in 
to weep, and yield to ſuch ſad Sayings, — Lies. 

CARELESS. | 

I thank Hear n, they are the ſaddeſt that I ever Kid : 

Oh !- | 1 ſhall never contain Laughter. { Afae. 
Lady PLY ANT. 

Oh, I yield myſelf all up to your uncontrolable Em- 
braces----Say, thou dear dying Man, when, e. and 
how. Ah, there's Sir Paul. 

CARELESS. 

Sliſe, yonder's Sir Paul; but if he were not come, I'm 
ſo aparte I cannot ſpeak —— This Note will inform 
7 8 [ Gives ber a * 


N D 2 N e N OS 9 fo 
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SCENE 117 
Lady P uy ANT, Sir PAULPLYANT, CYNTHIA. 


Sit PAUL PLY ANT. 


FE HOU art my tender Lambkin, and ſhalt do 3 
thou wilt But endeavour to forget this Mel- 


lefont. N [2 | 41 
CYNTHIA. 

I would obey you to my Power, Sir; but il lace not 

him, I have ſworn never to marry. 
%% _. 

Never to marry ! Heav'ns forbid ; muſt I neither have 
Sons nor Grandſons? muſt the Family of the Plants be 
utterly extinct for want of Iſſue Male! Oh Impiety ! But 
did you ſwear, did that ſweet Creature ſwear ! ha? How. 

8 L. durſt 


„ 


* 
[i 
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durſt you ſwear without my Conſent, ha? Gads- bud, 
who am I? 
ACT N THIA. 

Pray don't be angry, Sir: when I ſwore, I had your 

Conſent ; ; and therefore I ſwore. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Why then the revoking my. Conſent does annul, or 
make of n none effect your Oath : So you may unſwear it 
again The Law will allow it. | 

CYNTHI14. 

Ay, but my Conſcience never will. 

Sir PAUL PLULT ANT. | 

Gads- bud no matter for that, Conſcience and Law ne · 


ver go together; you muſt not expect that. 


Lady PLYANT.. :. 

Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if ſhe has N d'ye 
mark me, if ſhe has once ſworn, it is moſt — 
inhuman, and obſcene that ſhe ſhould break it. PII 
make up the Match again, becauſe Mr. Carele/; ſaid it 
would oblige him. LAldde. 

„ PL TANZ. 
Does your Lady ſhip conceive ſo- Why, I was of that 
Opinion once too Nay if your Lady ſhip conceives ſo, 
I'm of that Opinion again; but I can neither find my Lord 


nor my Lady to know what they intend. 


| "Fady PLIAXNT.. 

I'm ſatisfy d lng my Couſin Mellafont has been much 
wrong d. 5 
TCT N TEIA [Afde.] | 
I'm amaz'd to find her of our fide, for 2 ſure ſhe 


lov'd him, 
Lady PLYANT. 
I know my Lady Touch zuood has no Kindneſs for him: 
and beſides I have been inform'd by Mr. Careleſß, that Mel. 


| 5 795 had never any thing more than a profound Reſpect 


— That 


or 


& 


E N 


ſays, Child 


/ 
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That he has own'd himſelf to be my Admirer tis true, 


but he was never ſo preſumptuous to entertain any diſ- 


honourable Notions of Things; ſo that if this be made 
plain don't ſee how my Daughter can in Conſcience, 
or Honour, or any thing in the World- | 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
Indeed if this be made Plain, as my Lady your Mother 


Lady- PL Nr 
plain! I was inform'd of it by Mr. Careleſs —— And I 
aſſure you Mr. Careleſi is a Perſon that has a moſt ex- 


traordinary Reſpect and Honour for you, Sir Paul. 


CYNTH TA. [Alade.] 
And for your Ladyſhip too, I believe, or elſe you had 


not chang'd Sides ſo ſoon ; now I begin to find it. 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
T am much oblig'd to Mr. Careliſi really, he is a Perſon 
thatT have agreat Value for, not only for that, but becauſe 


he has a great Veneration for your Ladyſhip. 


Lady PLYANT. 4 
O las, no indeed, Sir Paul, tis upon your Account; 
Sir PAUL PLYAMNT. 
No, J proteſt and vow, I have no Title to his Eſteem, 


but in having the Honour to appertain in ſome meaſure to 


your Ladyſhip, that's all. 
Lady PLY ANT. 
O law now, I ſwear and declare, it ſhan't be fo, you're 
too modeſt, Sir Paul. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
It becomes me, when there is any Compariſon made 


between w 


Lady PLYANT. 
O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of Countenance 


 —— Your very obedient and affectionate Wife; that's all 
And highly honour'd in that Title, 


L 2 ; Sir 
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| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Gads-bud I am tranſported ! Give me leave to kiſs your 


Ladyſhip's Hand. 
CY TH1 A. | | 
That my poor Father ſhould be ſo very ſily! [- [fifa 
| Lady PLYAMNT. 
My Lip indeed, Sir "Pail, I ſwear you ſhall. 
[ He kifſes her, and bows very loa, 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
I humbly thank your Ladyſhip— I don't know whe- 
ther I fly on Ground, or walk in Air-----Gads-bud, ſhe 


was never thus before------Well, I muſt own myſelf the - 


moſt beholden to Mr. Care/eſs-----As ſure as can be this 
is all his doing=——ſomething that he has faid ; well, 
tis a rare thing to have an ingenious Friend. Well, your 
Ladyſhip is of Opinion that 'the Match mY go for · 
ward? | 
Lady PLYANT. 
By all means Mr. Careleſs has Garisf'd m me of the 


Matter. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Well, why then Lamb you may keep your Oath, . 


have a care of making raſh Vows 3 come hither to me, 
and kils Pape. | | 
Lady PLYANT. ; 

I ſwear and declare, I am in ſuch a twitter to read Mr, 
- Gareleſs his Letter, that 1 can't forbear any longer 
But though I may read all Letters firſt by Prerogative, 
yet T1! be ſure to be unſeſpetel this —— Sir 


© Paul. 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


Did your Ladyſhip call? | 
Lady PLIANT. 


; Nay, not to interupt you, my Dear---Only lend me 
your Letter, which you had from your Steward to- day: 


* 


I 


uy ks, „ Wn, of hoe wo OY. ans a 


- 
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I would look upon the Account again; and may be 
ur increaſe your Allowance. 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
There it is, Madam; Do you want a Pen and Ink ? 
'* FE: [ Bows and gives the Letter. 
Lady PLY ANT. 
. no, nothing elſe, I thank you, Sir Paul. 
now I can read ay own Letter under the Cover of _ 


7 [Afide. 
| | Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

He? and wilt thou bring a Grandſon at nine Months 
end He? a brave chopping Boy- I'll ſettle a 
thouſand Pound a Year upon the Rogue as ſoon as ever 
I he looks me in the Face, I will Gads- bud. I'm overjoy d 
to think I have any of my Family that will bring Chil- 
dren into the World, For I would fain have ſome Reſem- 
blance of myſelf in my Poſterity, he Thy? Can't you 
contrive that Affair, Girl? Do, Gads-bud, think on thy 
old F Mber's 5 deb ? Make the young Rogre 3 as like as you 
can. A 


wb: YNT H 14. 
Im glad to fee you ſo merry, FARE 
: | nit in RAUL PELABT:.: cc. 
s Merry ! Gad's-bud I'm ſerious, Pll give thee 5004, for. 
every Inch of him'that reſembles me; ah this Eye, this 
left Bye A thouſand Pound for this left Eye. This has 
done Execution in its time, Girl ; why thou haſt my. 
Leer, Huſſy, juſt thy Father's Leer.----Let it be tranſ- 
mitted to the young Rogue by the help of Imagination : 
why tis the Mark of our Family, Thy ; our Houſe is di- 
Ringuifh'd by a languiſhing Eye, as the Houſe of Auſtria 
is by a thick Lip an, when I was of your Age Hui- 
ſy, I would ht held fiſty to one, I could have drawn 
: my own Picture Gacs-bud I could hav: done - 
| My: | not 
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- but ee don't 


not ſo much as you neither, 


bluſh 
 OCENTH 74. Ny 
I don't bluſh, Sir, for I vow I don't underſtand 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Phaw, Pfhaw, you fib you Baggage, you do under 
ſtand, and you fhall underſtand; come don't be fo nice, 
Gads- bud don't learn after your Mothey-in:law my Lady 
here: Marry Heav'n forbid that you ſhould follow her Ex- 
ample, that would ſpoil all indeed. Bleſs us, if you ſhould 
take a Vagary and make a raſh Reſolution on your Wed- 
ding Night, to die a Maid as ſnhe did; all were ruin'd, all 
my Hopes loſt my Heart would break, and my 
Eſtate would be left to the wide World, he? I hope you 
are a better Chriſtian than to chink of living a ROY he? 
Anſwer me, | 


*C Yr N T H i | 
Tm all Obedience, Sir, to your Commands. 
Lady PLYANT. ¶ Having read the Lotter,] 

O dear Mr. Careleſs, I ſwear he writes charmingly, and 
he looks charmingly, and he has charm'd me, as much as 
I havecharm'd him; and ſo I'll tell him in the Wardrobe 
when tis dark. O ein, I hope Sir Pau bas not ſeen 
| both Letters, 

[ Pats the Lune haſtily up, and gives him hor owon. 
Sir Paul, here's your Letter; to end gan en II 
. Accounts to your Advantogy. | 


offs 


SCENE 


ew” 
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„ -t--. 
[Tothem] BR IS x. 


BRISK. 


8 I R Paul, Gads-bud you're an uncivil Perſon, let me 
tell you, and all that; and I did not think it had been 


208. 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 
0 Law, what's the Matter now ? I hope you are not 


angry, Mr. Brist. 
BRISK. 


Deuce take me 1 believe you intend to marry your 

Daughter yourſelf ; you're always brooding over her like 

an old Hen, as if ſhe were not well hatch'd, i'gad, he? 
Sr PAUL PLYANT. 

Good ſtrange! Mr. Brick is fuch a merry facetious Per- 


+ fon, he, he, he. No, no, I have done with her, I have 
done with her now. 


| BRISK. 
The Fidlers have ſtay'd this Hour in the Hall, and my 
Lord Froth wants a Partner, we can never begin without 


her. | 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
Oh, go Child, go, get you gone and dance and be mer- - 
ry, I'll come and look at you by and by- — Where's my 


Son Mellefont ? 
Lady P LYANT. 
I'll ſend him to them: I know where he i 
BRISK. 


Sir Paul, will you ſend Careleſs into the Hall if you 
meet «him ? ö 
| a Sir 


N — "RA 
a * * 
. 


* 
7 
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di 
I'vill, I will, * go and look for him on purpoſe. 


. 


B R IS k alone. 


Gon now 8 are all gone, and J have an Opportunity | 
to practiſe Ah! My dear Lady Froth./ She's a 
molt engaging Creature, if ſhe were not ſo fond of that 
damn'd coxcombly Lord of hers ; and yet I am forced to 
allow him Wit too, to keep in with him— No matter; 
ſhe's a Woman of Parts, and T'gad Parts will carry her. 
She ſaid ſhe would follow me into the Gallery---Now to 
make my Approaches----Hem hem ! Ah Ma- [ Bows. ] 
dam !----Pox on't, why ſhould I diſparage my Parts by 
thinking what to ſay? None but dull Rogues thinł; witty 
Men, like rich Fellows, are always ready for all Expences; 
while your Blockheads, like poor needy Scoundrels, are 
forced to examine their Stock, and forecaſt the Charges of 
the Day. Here ſhe comes, I'll ſeem not to ſee her, and 
ty to win her with a new airy Invention of my own: hem |! 


SCENE 
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e e des 


o R N VI. 


123 Lady Fou. 


B RIS K Ang, . about. 


1* 2 with Lowe, ha, ha, ha, pr '7thee come cure me. 
Tn ſict with, &c. 
O ye Pow'rs! O my Lady Froth! my Lady Froth! my 
Lady Froth ! Heigho! Break my Heart; Gods I thank you. 
[Stands muſing with his Arms acroſs- 
Lady FROTH | 
0 Heav'; ns, Mr Brisk: What's the Matter ? 

BRISK. | 

My Lady Froth ! Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Ser- 
vant ;-- The Matter, Madam? Nothing, Madam, nothing 
at all Tgad. I was fallen into the moſt agreeable Amuſe- 
ment in the whole Province of Contemplation : That's all 
(I'll ſeem to conceal my Paſſion, and that wilt 
| look like Reſpect.) 1 S. 

| Lady FROTH. | 
Bleſs me, why did you call out upon me ſo loud — 
BRISK. 
O Lord, L Madam ! I beſcech your Ladyſhip—when ? 
Lady FROTH. 
Juſt now as I came in; bleſs me f Why. don't you 


know it ? 


BRISK. 
Not I, let me periſh-----But did I ! Strange! con- 
feſs your Lady ſhip was in my Thoughts; and I was in 
a fort of Dream that did in a manner preſent a very 


rating Object to my Imagination; but——— but did [ 
* L 5 indeed. 
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Indeed ?----To ſee how Love and Marder wil out, But 
did I really name my Lady Froth ? | 
Lady FROTH. 

Three Times aloud, as I love Letters But did you 
talk of Love? O Parnaſſus! who would have thought 
Mr. Brisk could have been in Love, ha, ha, ha. O Heav'ns! 
I thought you cou'd have no Miſtreſs but the 85 ine Muſes. 

No more I have I 'gad, for I & em all in your La- 
dy ſhip Let me periſh, J don't know whether to 
be ſplenetic, or airy upon't ; the Deuce take me if I can 
tell whether I am glad or ſorry that your Ladyſhip has 
made the Diſcovery. 

Lady FR O N. 
O be merry by all means Prince Velſcius i in Love! 
Ha, ha, ha. 


BRI SK. 3 5 
Of — . 4 to turn me into Ridicule ! vet, ha, ha, 


ha. The Deuce take me, I can't help laughing myſelf, 
ha, ha, ha ; yet by Heav'ns I have a violent Paſſion for 


your Ladyſhip, ſeriouſly. | 


Iady FROTH. 
Seriouſly ? ba. har dc. ox. 
| BRIS * 
Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. Gad I have, for all I laugh. 
I .... 
Ha, ha, ha! What d' Yo think I agb at? * ha, 5 
BRISK. | 


Me I 'gad, ha, ha. 
Lady FROTH. 


No, the Deuce take me if I don't laugh at . for 
hang me if I have not a violent Paſſion for Mr. Brisk, ha, 


| ha, ha. 
BRISK. 


_ Seriouſly ? | 
Lady 
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Serioufly, ha, ha, ha. 
ARIES Be. | 

That's well enough ; let me periſh, ha, ha, ha. ( 
miraculous, what a happy Diſcovery ! Ah my dear eb | 


ing Lady Froth / 
4.4 Lady I R OT H. 
O my adored Mr. Brist] 


„ 


[To them] Lord F Rx o x * 


Lord F R Q TH. | 2 
* HE Company are all ready — How now ? 
. 
Taons, Madam, there's my Lord. [Softly 1 her. 
| Lady FROTH. 
Take no Notice but obſerve me Now 


caſt off, and meet me at the lower End of the Room, and 
then join Hands again; I could teach my Lord this Dance 
purely, but I vow, Mr. Brist, I can't tell how to come 
ſo near any other Man, Oh here's my Lord, now you 
ſhall ſee me do it with him, | 
[7 hey Jonny 0 7 part of a Country Dance. 
or 


OTH 
Oh, I ſee there's no Harm yet gut 
I don t like this Familiarity. | | [4fide. 
| Lady F ROTH. 


an eee ig you — I do our cloſe Dance to ſhow 
Mr. Brick? 


Lord 


Lord F R 0 TH. | 
No, my Dear, do it with him. 


Lady FROTH. | 
1 do it with his, my Lord, when you are out of the 
Way. 8 
BRISK. | 
That's good I'gad, that's good. Deuce take me T can 
hardly help laughing in his Face. Lia. 
Lord FRO TH. 
Any other time, my Dear, or we'll dance it below. 
Lady FRO TA. 
With all my . 
BRISK. 
Come my Lord, I'll wait on you my charming 
witty Angel! ä [To her. 
Lady FR 0 7 H. 


We ſhall have 2 time enough, you know, 
fince'we are Partners. 


s CEN E Vu. 


2 PLTAN T., an Cannes, 


Lady PL TAN . e 
3 Carelgſi, Mr. Careleſ5, I'm ruin'd, I'm undone ! 
CARELESS. 


; What s the Matter, Madam ? 
Lady P LYTANT. 


O the ef Accident, I'm afraid 1 ſhar's live to 


tell it vou. 
| C4 R ELE $ $& 

Heav'n forþid ! What is it! 
þ=; 7 | Lady 


a a th a 


wy 3 5 N . 2 3 
* 3 
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5 lach e hadw 
I'm in ſuch a Fright ; the ſtrangeſt Quandary and Pre- 
munire !. I'm all over in an univerſal Agitation, I dare 
ſwear every Circumſtance of me trembles. O your 
Letter, your Letter ! by an unfortunate Miſtake, I have 
given Sir Paul your Letter inſtead of his own, 
de 2144 ce LD e 
That was unlucky. © 
oh Lady PLYANT. | 
O yonder he comes reading of it; for Heav'n's ſake ſtep 
in here and adviſe me quickly, before he ſees, F 


WV 


Si PA u 1 witha Letter. 


Sir PAUL r. | 

O Providence ! what a Conſpiracy have I diſcover d 
But let me fee to make an End on't.——[ Reads] 
Ham----After Supper in the Wardrobe by the Gallery. If 
Sir Paul ould ſurpriſe us, I have a Commiſſion from him 
to treat with you about the very Matter of Fac. - Matter 
of Fact! Very pretty ; it ſeems then I am conducing to 
my own Cuckoldom ? why this is the very traiterous Po- 
ſition of taking up Arms by my Authority, againſt my 
Perſon ! Well, let me ſee - Till then I languiſb in Expec- 
tation of my adored Charmer. 55 
N 1595 2 [Dying Ned Careleſs. 
Gads. bud, would that were Matter of Fact too. Die 
and be damn'd for a Fudas Maccabeus, and Iſcariot both. 
O Friendſhip ! what art thou but a Name! Henceforward 
let no Man make a Friend that would not be a Cuckold: 
as e ä For 
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For whomſoever he receives into his Boſom, will find the 
Way to his Bed, and there return his Careſſes with In- 
tereſt to his Wife. Have I for this been pinion'd Night 
after Night for three Years paſt? Have I been ſwath'd 
in Blankets till I have been even depriv'd of Motion? Have 
I approach'd the marriage Bed with Reverence as to a ſa- 
cred Shrine, and deny'd myſelf the Enjoyment of lawful 
Domeſtic Pleaſures to preſerve its Purity, and muſt I now 
find it polluted by foreign Iniquity ? O my Lady Pha, 
you were chaſte as Ice, but you are melted now, and 
falſe as Water. — But Providence has been conſtant to 
me in diſcovering this Conſpiracy : ſtill Iam beholden to 
Providence, if it were not for Providence, ſure poor Sir 
Paul thy Heart would break. 


= 


$ A £: N E X. 


[ Te bin] Lady PLYABT. 


Lady PLY 4 e | 

Go. Sir, I ſee you have read the Cena 

now, Sir Paul, what do you think of your Friend 
Carel] Has he been treacherqus, or did you give bis 
Inſolence a Licenſe to make Trial of your Wife's ſuſpect- 
ed Virtue? D'ye ſec here? | Sratches the Letter as in Anger, ] 
Look, read it: Gad's my Life if I thought it were ſo, 1 
would this Moment renounce all Communication with 
you, Ungrateful Monſter! He? Is it ſo? Ay, I ſee it, a 
Plot upon my Honour; your guilty Cheeks confeſs it: 
Oh where ſhall wrong'd Virtue fly for Roperaunn Tl be 


* this Inſtant. 
Sir 


5 N K-17 > ny 2 2 LKR 7 


ww „ ca 2_oa AS R rT. 


8 OP ©» . 
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Sir PAUL PLYANT. | 
| Gads- bud what ſhall I ſay ? this is the ſtrangeſt Sur- 


priſe ! Why I don't know any thing at all, nor I don't 
know u there be any thing at all in the World, 


or no. 
Lady PLYA4 NT. 1901] 

1 thought I ſhould try you, falſe Man. I that never 
diſſembled in my Life: Vet to make Trial of you, - pre» 
tended to like that Monſter of Iniquity, Careleſi, and 
found out that Contrivance to let you ſee this Letter; 
which now I find was of your own inditing I do 
Heathen, I do ; ſee my Face no moro: Plt be divorced 


PR. 
Sir PAUL PL rar 
0 * As what will become of me !— 
amaz'd, and ſo overjoy'd, ſo afraid, and ſo 5 
But did you give me this Letter on Purpoſe, he? Did 


you? 


I'm fo 


| Lady PL YANT. 

Did I Do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen ? TI have 
a Couſin that's a Proctor! in the L Pl got to him 
inſtantly —- : | 
10 Sir PAUL PLYANT. n 

Hold, ftay, I beſeech your Ladyfhi Im fo 0 4 
ſlay, I'Il confeſs all. f X 2 0 
i PLANT; 


What will you confeſs, Jew ? 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. 

Why now as I hope to be ſaved, I had no Hand in 
this Letter—— Nay hear me, I beſeech your Lady ſhip: 
The Devil take me now if he did not go beyond my Com- 
miſſion-If I deſired him to do any thing more than ſpeak 
a good Word only juſt for me; Gads. bud only for poor 
Sir Paul, I'm an Anabaptiſt, or a Jew, or what you pleaſe 


to call me. 
| Lady | 
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Lady PLYANT. 
- Why 1 888 hers Mitterief@a@'d.," E 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. * 
| Ay, but by your own Virtue and Continency that 
Matter of Fact is all his own doing ——1 confeſs I had 
a 1 Defire to have ſome Honours conferr'd upon 
me, which lie all in your Ladyſhip's Breaſt, and he 
being a well * Mam, J defired him to ene os 
INC —— 
Lady PL Y 4 N ＋. 
Did you ſo, Preſumption! Oh ! he comes, the Targus 
comes; I cannot bear his Sight, 


s C E N E XI. 


CARELESS, Sir Pay 7 NT. 
CARELESS: 
IR Paul, Tm glad Tve met with you! gad 1 bave 
faid all I could, but can't prevail Then my 


Friendſhip to you has carried me a little anther. in this 


Matter 
Sir PAUL PLYANT 
Indeed Well Sir Tl diſſemble with him a little. 
LA. 
CARELESS. p 

- Why Faith I have in my Time known honeſ Gentle- 
men abuſed by a pretended Coyneſs in their Wives, and 
I had a Mind to try my Lady s Virtue And when I 
could not prevail for you, gad I pretended to be in Love 
myſelf- but all in vain, ſhe would not hear a Word 


* that Subject: Then I writ a Letter to her; I don't 


know 


ar 
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know what Effects that will have, but I'll be ſure to tell 
you when I do, tho by this Light I believe her Virtue i is 


impregnable. 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 


O Providence! Providence ! What Diſcoveries are here 
made ? Why, this is better and more miraculous than the 
reſt. | 

CARELESS. 

What do you mean ? | 1 

Sir PAUL PLYANT. | 

I can't tell you, I am ſo overjoy'd ; come along with 
me to my y, I can't contain myſelf; come my dear 
F riend. b 

1 C4 RE LE £8. . 

50, ſo, ſo, this Difficulty's over. [Afides 


S C E N E XII. 8 


MELLEFONT, Masx WELL, from different Doors. 
. MELLEFONT. | | 
M L have been looking for Tou tis within 
a Quarter of Eight. 
MASKWELL if 


My Lady is juſt gone into my Lord's Cloſet, you had 
beſt ſteal into her Chamber before ſhe comes, and lie con- 
cealed there, otherwiſe ſhe may lock the Door when we: 
are together, and you not eaſily. get in to ſurpriſe us, 

MELLEF O NT. 
He? You ſay true. 3 3 
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AS KE LI. | 

Vou had beſt make haſte ; for after ſhe has made ſome 
Apology to the Company for her own, and my Lord's 


Abſence all this while, ſhe'll retire to her 3 in- 
ſtantly. 


bad ©” 


; MELLEFONT. 
I go this Moment: Now Fortune I defy thee. 


s CEN E XIII. 
MASsEk WEL L, alone. 


1 Confeſs you may be allow'd to be ſecure in your own 
Opinion; the Appearance is very fair, but I have an 
After-Gaine to play that ſhall turn che Top and here 
comes * Man that F muſt manage. 


SCENE MV. 
[To him] Lad Tou chVwO o p. 


Lord TOUCHWODOD. 


Mie you are the Man I wiſh'd to meet. 
MASK WEL I. ; 
Tom happy to be in che way of your Lordihig's Con k 


| Lod TOUCHWOOD. 
I have always found you prudent and careful in any 


Gs that has concern'd me or my Family. 


3 


NAS K- 
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I were a Villain elfe——I am bound by Duty Ty 
Gratitude, and my own Inclination, to be ever your 
Lordſhip's Servant. 

Lord TOUCHWwOOD. 5 

Enough You are my Friend; I know it: Yet 
there has been a thing in y6ur Knowledge, which has 
concern d me nearly, that you have conceal'd from me. 

; MAS X WEL L. . 


My Lord! 
| Lod TOUCHWOOD. 

Nay, I excuſe your Friendſhip to my unnatural Ne- 
phew thus far But I know you have been privy to 
his impious Defigns upon my Wife, This Evning ſhe 
has told me all: Her good Nature conceal'd it as long as 
was poſſible ; but he perſeveres ſo in Villany,' that ſhe 
has told me even you were weary of difſuading him, 
any, you have once actually Baze him from forcing 

er. 


5 AS KNELI. 9 T0 
1 am forry, my Lord, I can't make you an Anſwer 3 
this is an een in which 1 would willingly be — 


lent. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. | 

I know you would excuſe him =And I know as 
well that you can't. | 
| M 48S XE E E. 

Indeed 1 was in hopes thad been ne Hoat, 
that might have ſoon boil'd' over; but——— 8 
Lord fo Nane eee ith 


Say On. . 
M 4 $ K 17 E L L. 
I have nothing more to ſay, my Lord But to ex- 
preſs my . bor I think his Frenzy increaſes daily. 
| Lord 


e 
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Lord TOUCHWO OD. 

How! Give me but Proof of it, Ocular Proof, that 
J may juſtify my Dealing with him to the World, and 
ſhare my Fortunes. | 

MASKWE LL. 

O my Lord! conſider that is hard: Beſides, Time 
may work upon him: Then, for me to do it! X, have 
profeſs'd an everlaſting Friendſhip to him. 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

He is your Friend, and what am I ? 

MASKWELLD. 

by am anſwered. 

ILod TOUCHWOOD. 

Fear not his Diſpleaſure ; I will put you out of his and 
Fortune s Power ; and for that thou art ſcrupulouſly ho- 
neſt, I will ſecure thy Fidelity to him, and give my Ho- 
nour never to own any Diſcovery that you ſhall make 
me. Can you give me a demonſtrative Proof ? Penk | 

MASKWE LL. | 

I wiſh I could not To be plain, my Lord, I 
intended this Evening to have try'd all Arguments to dif- 
ſuade him from a Deſign, which I ſuſpect; and if I had 
not ſucceeded, to have informed your Lordfhip of what: 


| lord TOUCHWO OD. 1 
2 — you. What is the Villain's Purpoſe ?. 
MASKIWELLTD, 


He has own'd nothing to me of late, and what I mean 
now, is only a bare Suſpicion of my own, If your 
Lordſhip will meet me a Quarter of an Hour hence there, 
in that Lobby of my Lady's IPs I ſhall, be 


able to tell N more, 
eil. 


M48 K. 
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MASKWELL. 


M Duty to your Lordſhip, makes me do a ſevere 


Piece of Juſtice. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 


I will be ſecret, and reward your 2 122 Ker your 
Hopes. 


S NE KV. 


SCENE opening ſhews Lady Tovciimoos' 
Chamber. | 


—- 


MELLE TOT ſolar. - 
R AY Heav'n my Aunt keep touch with her Albg- 
nation. Oh that her Lord were but ſweating behind 
this Hanging, with the ex pectation of what I ſhall ſee--- 
Hiſt, ſhe comes — Little does ſhe think what a Mine 
is juſt ready to ſpring under her Feet. But to my 
Poſt. [Gwe behind the Wet, 


Nen ele 
CE * * XVI. 


Lady Tovenwoob. 


T* eight o' Clock: Methinks I ſhould die found 
him here. Who does not prevent the Hour of 
Love, out-ſtays the Time; for to be dully Punctual, is 
too fow,—I was accuſing you of Neglect. | 


£5 
SCENE” 
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S8 e N N E XVI. 


Lady Tou chwO Op, and MASEKEwWE LI. 


-MELLEFONT abſconding. 
* 
S K H E L I. 
15 Conſe you do reproach ane when I * you here be- 
fore me; but tis fit I ſhould be ſtill behind- hand, ſtill 
to be more and more indebted to your Goodneſs. 
Lady 70 UC HNO OD. 
You can excuſe a Fault too well, not to have been to 
blame 4 ready Anſwer ſhews you were * 
MASK VE ULI. 
Guile is ever at a Loſs, and Confuſion waits upon it; 
when Innocence and bold Truth are nee ready for 


Expreſſion 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 


Not in Love; Words are the weak Support of cold 


Indifference ; Love has no Language to be heard. 
MASKWH ELL. | 
Exceſs of Joy has made me Rapid! Thus may wy 
Lips be ever clos'd. [Kiſſes ber.] And thus—— Oh who 
would not loſe his Speech, upon Fee to have Joys 


above it? 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. 
Hold, let me lock the Door firſt. [Goes 10 the Door, 
RR ASKP ELLE [4far.] 
That I beliey'd : "twas well I left the private Paſſage 
open. 


i „ 


1 


Kiſs 
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| Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
So that's ſafe. 

MASKWELLYL. 
And ſo may all your Pleaſures be, and ſecret as this 


2 ELL EFONT. 
And may all Treachery be thus diſcover'd. [ Leaps out. 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. 


Ah!  [Shrieks, 
T MELLEFONT. | 
Villain! e [Offers to draw, 
| NAS K ME LI. 
Nay then, there's but one Way. -[ Runs out. 


I Iz 


D 


1 E N E XVIII. 
Lady Touch wood, Merrow. 


MELLEFONT. 
8 AY you fo, were you provided for an Eſcape ? Hold, 
Madam, you have no more Holes to your Borough, 
J'Il ſtand between you and this Sally-Port. 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. 

Thunder firike thee dead for this Deceit, immediate 
Lightning blaſt thee, me, and the whole World---Oh! I 
could rack myſelf, play the Vulture to my own Heart, 
and gnaw it piece-meal, for not boding to me this Mis- 


fortune. 
MELLEFONT. 
pe Patient. 
| Lady TOUCHWYOOD. 
Be Damm d. 1 
ME L- 
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MEL LEFO NT. 
Conſider J have you on the Hook; you will but floun- 


* yourſelf a weary, and be nevertheleſs my Priſoner. 8 


Lady TO VUCHV OO DD. 
11 hold my Breath and die, but I “Il be free, 
 __MELLEFONT. | 
O Madam, have a care of dying unprepar'd ; I doubt 
you have ſome unrepented Sins that may hang . 
and retard your Flight. | 
Lady TOUCHYWwOOD. 
O! what ſhall Ido? fay ? Whither ſhall I turn ? Has 


Hell no Remedy , 
MELLEFONT. 


None. Hell has ſerv'd you ev'n as Heav'n has done, 


left you to yourſelf, ——-2- You're in a kind of Eraſmus 
Paradiſe; yet if you pleaſe you may make it a Purga- 
tory ; and with a little Penance and my Abſolution all 
this may turn to good Account. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD. [Afde.] 

Hold in my Paſſion, and fall, fall a little thou ſwelling 
Heart; let me have ſome Interzaiſion of this Rage, and 
one Minute's Coolneſs to diſſemble., [She aveeps. 

ME LLEFO NT. 

"Van have been to blame. — I like thoſe Tears, and 
hope they are of the pureſt Kind Penetential Tears. 
Lady TOUCAWOOD. 

O the Scene was ſhifted quick before me I had not 
time to think - -I was ſurpriſed to ſee a Monſter in the 
Glaſs, and now I find 'tis myſelf; Can you have Mercy 
to forgive the Faults I have imagin'd, but never put in 
PraQtice---O conſider, conſider how fatal you have been 
to me, you have already kill'd the Quiet of this Life. 


The Love of you was the firſt wand' ring Fire that &er . 


miſled my StePs, and while I had only that in View, I 
was my into unthought-of Ways of W 


* 
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MELLEFONT. 

War I believe this true? 
+ Lady TOUCHIFOOD. 
o be not cruelly incredulous ——How can you doubt 
theſe ſtreaming Eyes ? Keep the ſevereſt Eye o'er all my 
future Conduct; and if I oth relapſe, let me not hope 
Forgiveneſs ; *twill ever be in your Power to ruin me--- 
My Lord ſhall ſign to your Defires; I will myſelf create 
your Happineſs, and Cynthia ſhall: be this Night your 
Bride Do but conceal my Failings, and forgive. 
MELLEFONT. 
Upon ſuch Terms I will be ever yours in ev'ry honelt . 
Way. 5 


SDS 7 We 1 
48 e 


s O N XIX. 


* 


MA SEE #1 JA PBL Pk 3 Toven woos, 
| and rites. 


MASKWELL. 


| 4 
ITY kept wy Word, he's here, but I muſt not 
| be ſeen. | ; 
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; E ith J 7 Ss 4 — D 
— #0, Re 

| ö N 2 

iT FN 


Youre M 1 


SCENE XX. 


Lat Bro Ka: Lord To u hee 
:  MEnELlLEFrONT, 
Lord TOUCHWO OD. 
'ELL and Amazement ! ſhe's in Tears, 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. [Knee] 
Eternal Bleſſings thank. you—————Ha-! M 


lining ! O Fortune has o erpaid me all, all! abe — 
_ own! | Ide. 


MELLEFONT.,. 
Nay, I beſeech you riſe.. 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. [ed] 


Never; never III grow to the Ground, be burietl ö viele 


beneath it, ere Pll be conſenting to fo damn'd a Sin as 
Inceſt [ unnatural Inceſt! 
MEL EE FO NT. 
Ha $ 


Lady TO UCH 170 0 D. 
O cruel Man, wil: you not let me go——T'l forgive 
all thar's paſt——O Heay'n, you will not raviſh me ! 
M ELL BFOMNT. 
Damnation ! 
Lord TOU.CHO OD. 
e Dog ! your Life-ſhall anſwer this 
[Draws and runs at Mellefont, is held by T_ Touch- 
wood 
Lady TOUCHWO OD. 
Hegg ps my Lord Hold held! for Heav'n's ſake. 
NE LL E- 


err 
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E L L ETO NZ. 
Confufbn! hy Uncle! O the damn'd Sortereſfs“ 
| Lady TOUCHWOOD. © | 
Moderate your Rage, good my Lord He's mad, alas 
he's mad Indeed he is, my Lord, and knows not 
what he . how wild he looks. 
MELLEFONT. 


1 2 nt 


By Heav'n twere ſenſeleſs not to be mad, and {es ſuch 
Witchcraft. 

Lady roue HOOD. 

My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly, 

Lord TOUGHMWO OD. 

Hence from my Sight, thou living Infamy to my 
Name; when next I ice that Face Fl write e in't 
wa Ae Ing Point: ; 

32-8 MELLEFONT. | 

Now, 'by: my Soul, I will not go till I have made 


knowii my Wrongs - Nay, till T have made known | 


yours, which (if poſſible) are e ee ſhe has 
all the- Hoſt-of Hell her Servant. 

Lady TOUCHWOOD.. MY 

Ales he raves ! Talks. very Poetry! For Heav'n's ſake | 

away my Lord, bel-eithef tempt you to Exearagance, 


or commit ow himſelf. 


"MEL LEFONT.. 1 
Desck aud Ebries will you not hear me—+ Why by 
Heav'n ſhe laughs, grins, points to your Back ; ſhe forks 
out Cuckoldom with her Fingers, and you're running 
Horn-mad after your Fortune. 

{ 4s ſbe is going ſbe turns back and ſmiles at him. 
Lord TOUCHWO 0D. | 

J fear he's mad indeed=Let's'ſerid Maskzuell to him. 

MEALEFONT. 

Send him to her. 


M 2 = Lady 


» 
. IE 
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244 The Do uE DAR 

| Lady 70 U WO. 0 D. WT 
Come, Krug Se . Lord, my HI. rt e 

ſhall faint of I 1 * * at yy 


AJ 
17 
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s C E NE XXI. 


* * 1 — 


Mz LLEFONT alone. 


O I could curſe my Stars, Fate, and 9 5 all Cauſes 


and Accidents of Fortune in this Life ! But to what 
Purpoſe ? Yet, *sdeath, for a Man to have the Fruit of 
all his Induſtry grow fall and ripe, ready to drop into 


his Mouth, and juſt when he holds out his Hand to ga- 


ther it, to have a ſudden Whirlwind come, tear up Tree 


and all, and bear away the very Root and Foundation of 
his Hopes; What Temper can contain? They talk of 


ſending Maskwe/l to me; I never had more need of him 


— But what can he do? Imagination cannot form a 


fairer and more plauſible Deſign than this of his which 
has miſcatried——O my precious Aunt, I ſhall never 
thrive without I deal with the Devil, or another Woman. 


Women like Flames have a Agen e r, 
| me er to be a "nul they Eu © devour. 
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A CB: Vo! SCENE L 


Lady Toucuwoor and MASK WELL. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
As N not lucky * 


dee 


F = MASKVELL. 

<p. WS Lucky | Fortune is your own, and 'tis 
ber Intereſt ſo to be; by Heav'n I be- 
live you can control her Pow'r, and ſhe - 
fears it; thongh Chance brought my 
Lord, 'twas your own Art turn d it to Advantage. 

vos Lady TOUCHW © OD. 

Tis true, it might have been my Ruin. — But yon- 
Pan Lord, I believe * by s coming to find you, I Il not 


ENTERS EIT S 8 
VVV 


"MASKWELL alone. 
80, ; I durſt not own my introducing my Lord, though 
it ſucceeded well for her; for ſhe would have ſuſ- 
pected a Deſign which I ſhould have been puzzled to 
excuſe. My Lord is thoughtful ——T'l be ſo too; yet 
he ſhall know my Thoughts; or think he does — 
4 " "SCANE 
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bi) Lord reden. 


MASKWE "OE 
H AT have I done ? 
Lerd 70 UEEFGOD. 
Talking to himſelf! | 3 
MAS X WE L Z. EULA L 
Twas honeſt and fhall I be rewardecd for | it? 
No, 'twas boneft, therefore 1 a oY eiber 
| therefore I age not; for it rewards itſelf. 
Tord F 5 

Unequall'd Virtue ! Sy © [die 

 MASRIELL. © 

But ſhould it be known! Then 1 have loſt a Pejend ! 
He was an ill Man, and I have gain'd ; for half myſelf 
J lent him, and that I have recia, fo 1 have ſeryed 
myſelf, and what is yet better, I have ſery'd a worthy 
Lord to whom I owe myſelf. 

Lord FOUCH WOOD. EE 

Excellent Man ! IA late. 

NA SXV ELI. 

Yet I am wretched. O there is a Secret burns within 
this Breaſt, which ſhould it once blaze forth, would ruin 
all, conſume my honeſt Character, and drand me with 
the Name of Villain. 


Lord TO UCHVO OSR. 
Ha! ; 


RA # >. ae 


MASKWELL. 
Why do I love: yet Heay n and my waking Conſcience 
are 


Po 
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are my Witneſſes, I never gave one working Thought a 


Vent; which might diſcover chat Tlov'd, nor ever muſt ; 
no, let it prey upon my Heart; for I would rather die, 
than ſeem once, barely ſeem, 'diſhoneſt :*O, ſhould it once 
be known J love fair Cynthia, all this that I have done 


-#ogld look like Rivals Malice, falſe Friendfhip'to my 


Lord, and baſe Self. intereſt. Let me periſh firſt, and from 
this Hour avoid all Sight and Speech ; and, if I can, all 
Thought of that pernicious Beauty. Ha! but what is my 
Diſtraction doing? I am wildly talking to myſelf, and 
ſome ill Chanee might have directed malicious Ears this 
Way. | [Seems ito ſtart, ſeeing my Lord. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Start not let guilty and diſhoneft Souls ſtart at the 


Revelation of their Thoughts, but be thou find, as vs 


thy Virtue, 
MASKFVELL. | 
I am confounded, and beg your Lordſhip's Pardon for 


4koſe free Diſcoarſes which I have had with mytelf. 


Lord OU CHO O. 

Come, I beg your Pardon that I over- heard you, and 
yet it ſhall not need — Honeſt Maskawe//! thy and my 
good Genius led me hither Mine, in that I have 
diſcover'd ſo much manly Wis, thine, in that thou 
falt have due Reward of all thy Worth. Give me thy 
Hand=———my Nephew is the alone remaining Branch 
of all our ancient Family; him I thus blow away, and 


conſtitute thee in bis Room to be my Heir 


MASKWELL. 

Now Heav'n forbid- 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

No more have rtefolv'd—— the Writings are 
ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to be fign'd, and 


have his Name inferted—— Yours will fill the Blank as 


well-------I will have no Reply-------Let me command 
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this time; for tis the laſt, in which I will aſſume Au- 
et- bereaſter, you mall rule where I have * | 


 MASKWE LL. 

I humbly would Petition 
Lord TOUCH 2 OO D. 

Is for yourſelf 7. Mask. paxfes.] I'll hear of — 4 


for any body elle. | 
ASX WZ LI. 


Then Witneſs Heav'n for me, this Wealth Ry . 


was not of my ſeeking, nor would I build my Fortune © on 
another's Ruin: I had but one Deſire | 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Thou fhalt enjoy it—If all Pm worth in Wealth « or 
Intereſt can purchaſe Cynh:a, ſhe is thine.----I'm ſure 
Sir Paul's Conſent will follow Fortune; I'll OP "_ 
him which way that is going. 

MASKWELLE. 
You oppreſs me with Bounty; my Gratitude is weak, 


and ſhrinks beneath the Weight, and cannot riſe to thank 


you--- What, enjoy my Love Forgive the Tranſports 
of a Blefling ſo ed, fo unhop'd for, fo unthought 
ef! | 


Lord 7 TOUCHWOOD. 
-M will confirm it, and rejoice with thee. 


2” $6 ENE 1 IV. 
MASKWELL alnme. 


T HIS is proſp'rous indeed- --Why let him find me 


out a Villain, ſettled in poſſeſſion of a fair Eſtate, 
Oe fall fruition of my Love, I'll bear the Railings of a 
: long Gameſter---But Jon's: he find me out before! *tis 


E. 


jy” 


dan gerous ö 


Qu 
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dangerous to delay---Let me think----ſhould my Lord 
proceed to treat openly of my Marriage with Cynthia, all. 
muſt be diſcover'd, and Me/lefont can be no longer blinded, 

It muſt not be; nay, ſhou'd my Lady know it — ay, 
then were fine Work indeed ! Her Fury wou'd ſpare no- 
thing, tho' ſhe involy'd herſelf in Ruin. No, it muſt be 
by Stratagem---I muſt deceive Melleſont once more, and 
get my Lord to conſent to my private Management, 
He comes opportunely---Now will I, in my old way, 
diſcover the whole and real Truth of the Matter to him, 
he may not lalpent one Word on't. 


' No Mack like open Truth to cover Lies, £ 
As to go I. is the beſt Deniſe. 


re N Ve; 
[ To him ] MzeLlulisroNnrmT. 


ME L L E FONT. 
Q Maskwell, what Hope? I am confounded in a Maze 
of Thoughts, each leading into one another, and 
all ending in e. My Uncle will not ſee, nor 


hear me. . 
MASKWELL. 


No matter, sir, don't trouble your Head, all's in my 


Power. | 
E L LE O. N 7. 
How? for Heav'n's ſake ? 
- MASKWELLI. 
Little do you think that your Aunt-has kept her Wand, 
the Devil ſhe wrought my Lord into this Po- 


M 5 tage, 


DE 

I 4. 
+ 

* 


otherwhere. 


* 
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tage, I know not; but he's gone to Sir Paul about my 
Marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed me his Heir, 
MELLEFONT. | 
The Devil he has ! What's te be done? 
ASK ELI. 1 
T have it; it muſt be by Stratagem; for it's in vain to 
make Application to him. I think I have that in my 
Head that cannot fail : Where's Cynthia ? | 


MELLEFONT. 
wm Oden + 55.5 ROD 
| „ K Vo 
Let us go and conſult her ; my Life for yours, I cheat 


N N 1 #4x 7 
0 , \ | w 

} a BE £ 
© 2 4d N 


E 
Lord To vc H Woo D, Lady To UVUEHWOOD. 


Lady TOUCHFOOD. 
1 your Heir, and marry Cynthia ! 


Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
I cannot do toe much, for ſo much Merit. 
Lady TOUECEHWOOD 
But this is a Thing of too great Moment to be fo ſud- 
denly reſolv'd. Why Cynthia? Why muſt he be mar- 
yd ? Is there not Reward enough in raiſing his low 


Fortune, but he muſt mix his Blood with mine, and wed 
my Neice? How know you my Brother will conſent, 


or ſhe? Nay, he hbimfelf perhaps may have Affectians 


Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
No, I am cenvinc'd he loves her, 


” Lady 
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| Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Magkwell love Cynthia ? impoſſible! _ 
| Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
I tell you, he confeſs'd it to ne. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Confuſion I how's this LAlde. 
LC 
HFis Humility long ſlifled his Paſſion : And his Love of 
Mellgfont would have made him till conceal it. But 
by Encouragement, I wrung the Secret from him; and 
know he's no way to be rewarded but in her. III deſer 
my farther Proceedings in it till you have conſider'd it; 
bu remember how we are both indebted to him. 


w—PrE{ (Ly SOMMER 
S 3 = ON We.SY IQ 
-o >» 2 oy 7 0 Nt, 74 Y GI) © JW 27 


* 2 
= ; N . 
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— 
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Lady TOQUCHWOOD ahbne. 

OT H indebted to him! Yes, we are both indebted 
to him, if you knew all. Villain ! O I am wild with 
this Surpriſe of Treachery: It is impoſſible; it cannot be. 
He love Cynthia ! What, have I been Bawd to his 
Deſigns, his Property only, a baiting Place? Now I ſee 
what made him falſe to Mellfont. Shame and Diſtrac- 
tion! I carmot' bear it. Oh! what Woman can bear to 
be a Property? To be kindled to a Flame, only to light 
him to another's Arms? Oh ! that I were a Fire indeed, 
that I might burn the vile Traitor. What ſhall I do? 
How ſhall I think? I cannot think.----All my Defighs 
are loft, my Love unſated, my Revenge unfiniſſi d, and 
freſh Cauſe of Fury from unthought-of Plagues. 


SCENE 


by 
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s C EN E VIII. 


L 7 her ] E Pave PLYAnT. 


Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


MADAM, Siſter, my hady Siſter, did you fin my 
ee | 


oh! Torture 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


'Gads-bud, J can't find her high nor aces Wen can 


| ſhe be, think. you ? ö TIT 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. 


Where ſhe's ſerving you, as all your Sex ought to be 


ferv'd; z making you a Beaſt. Don't you know that 


you're a Fool, Brother ? 
Sir PAUL PL YANT. 


A Fool ! he, he, he, you're merry----No, no, not 1, 
' I know no ſuch Matter. | 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 
Why then you don't know half your Happineſs. 
SPM LL PLYANT. | 
That's a Jeſt with all my Heart, faith and troth,— 
But harkye, my Lord told me ſomething: of a Revolution 
of things; I don't know what to make on't,---Gads-bud 
I muſt conſult my Wife. he talks of diſinheriting his 
Nephew ; and I don't know what,----Look you, Siſter, 
I muſt know what my Girl has to truſt to; or not a 


Syllable of a Wedding, Gads · bud to ſhew vou that | 


Iam not a * 
"IS 


= a 


— 


* 
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Lady TOUCHWOOD. 

Hear me; conſent to the breaking off this Marriage, 
_ the promoting any other, without conſulting me, and 
PII renounce all Blood, all Relation and Concern with you 
for ever, ——nay, Tl be your Enemy, and purſue you to 
Deſtruction, I'll tear your Eyes out, and tread you under 


my Feet. 

Sir PAUL PLTANT. 
Why, what's the Matter now ? Good Lord, what's alt” 
this for? Pooh, here's a Joke indeed — Why, where's 


my Wife? 
; Lady 70 UCHWOO * 
With Careleſs, in the cloſe Arbour; he may want 
you by this time, as much as you want her. 1 
| Sir PAUL PLYANT. fo 
O, if ſhe be with Mr. Careleſi, tis well enough. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD. . 
Fool, Sot, inlendible Ox ! but remember what I aa to 


you, or you had better eat your own Horns, by this Teh 


you had. 
| Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
You're a paſſionate Woman, Gads-bud,---But to ar 
Truth, all our Family are Choleric ; Ia am Oe __ peacea- 
ble Perſon amongſt em. 1 Ther 


VV. Ys | ; E= , — T. —— rr Af 7 2 
R223. =4{ "OW LAS N ; 
WL Je 5 > SC A DOES SD. 4 LN YI 22 


s CE N E. IX. = 


Mrrrrronr, MAaSXWELL and Crurn I 4. 


| MELLEF 0 NT. 1 
7 Know no other Way but this he has PROT z If you 
oy Love enough to run the Venture. 
CYN- 


* 


4 
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CYNTHIA. 

1 dont know whether I have Love enough,. baut I 
find I have Obſtinacy enough to purſue whatever I have 
onee reſolv d; and a true Female Courage to oppoſe any 
thing chat reſiſts my Will, tho' twere Reaſon itſelf. 

MASK ELI. 
That's right, — Well, I'll ſecure the Writings, and 


ran the Hazard along with you. 


'CYNTH1 A. 
But how can the Coach and Six Horſes be got ready 


without Suſpicion ? _ 
MASKWELL. 


Leave it to my Care; that fhall be ſo far from being 
ſuſpected, that It mall be got ready by my Lord's own 


Order. 
EL L ETON. 


_ How? 
aw #4 4 £ © 5+ 
Why, I intend to tell my Lord the v. Matter of 
our Contrivance ; that's my way. 
 MELLEFON 7. 
= don't underſtand you. 
 __MASKVWELT. 

Why, I'll tell my Lord, I laid this Plot with you, on 
purpoſe to betray you: and chat which put me upon it, 
was, the finding it impoſible to gain the Lady any other 
way, but in the Hopes of her marrying you. 

 MELLEFONTS. ; 


MASKWELL. 

So, why ſo, while you're buſied in making yourſelf 
ready, I'll wheedle her into the Coach; and inſtead of 
= borrow my Lord's 's Cloplain and 10 run away wich 

— 1 


ME L. 
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MELLEFONT. 

0 1 coneeive you, you'll tell him ſo? 

MASSIV EII. 
Tell him ſol ay; why you don t think I mean todo 
ſo ? 

i. MELLEFODNT.. _ 

No, no ; ha, ha, I dare ſwear thou wilt not. 
MASKWELLE. 


Therefore for our farther Security, I would have yon 
' diſguis'd like a Parſon, that if my Lord fhould have Cu- 
rioſity to peep, he may not diſcover you in the Coach, 
but think the Cheat is carried on as he would have it. 
MELLEFONT. 
| Excellent Maslavell! thou wert certainly meant for a 
Stateſman or a Jeſuit, but thou art too honeſt for pals 
and too pious for the other. 
MASKWELL. 

Well, get yourſelves ready, and meet me in half an 
Hour, yonder i in my Lady's Drefling-Room ; go by the 
back Stairs, and ſo we may flip down without being ob- 
ſery'd, -— I'll ſend the Chaplain to you with his Robes; 
1 have made him my own, — and ordered him to meet 
us to-morrow morning at St. Albaxs ; there we will 
ſum up this Account, to all our Satis factions. 

MELLEFONT. 

Should I begin to thank or N ches. I ſhould wat 

the little Time we have. 


SCENE 
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Crnr HI A, | Mazxws EL. 


| M ASKW E L L. | 

M. DAM, you will be ready? 
CYNTHI oy 
I will be punctual to the Minute. = 101 lo. 

MAS RK M E L } 

Stay, I have a Doubt----Upon ſecond  Thooghes, we 
had better meet in the Chaplain's Chamber here, the cor- 
ner Chamber at this End of the Gallery, there is a back 


F * & * 1 
: 
*.4> 


Way into it, ſo that you need not come through this 


Door---and a pair of private Stairs . down, to ho 
Stables----It will be more convenient, | 
CYNTHIA. 
a 8 am guided by you,. but Mell⸗ bon will niltaks, Ly 
. MASAV ELL: 
No, no, 1 after him immediately, and el him. 
.CTNTHIA 
'T will not fail. 8 . | 


TS : 


SCE WL I 


| As K WELL aloe. 

W HY, qui vult deci decipiatur---"Tis no Fault of 
"tis for me to cheat em; and if they will not hear the 
Serpent's 


* Fl 
43 . — 5 


mine. I have told em in plain Terms, how eaſy 


a 
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Serpent's Hiſs, they muſt be ſtung into Experience, and 
future Cantion—— Now to prepare my Lord to con- 
| ſent to this, But firſt I muſt infiruft my little Levite 

there is no Plot, public or private, that can expect to 
proſper without one of them has a Finger in't. He pro- 
miſed me to be within at this Hour. Mr. Saygrace, 


Mr „ Saygrace. | +: 5, 
5 [Goes to the Cbamber- Door, and knocks 


FC TE ONT” 
Ma SWELL, | SAYORACE. | 


Mr. SAYGRACE [ hoking out.] | 
WEET Sir, I will but pen the laſt Line of an Aeroſ- 
tic, and be with you in the twinkling of an Ejacu- 

lation, in the pronouncing of an Amen, or before you 


can | 
b MAS XN ELI. |; 
| Nay, good Mr. Saygrace, do not prolong” the Time, 
by deſcribing to me the Shortneſs of your Stay; rather, 
if you pleaſe, defer the finiſhing of your Wit, and let us 
talk about our Buſineſs, it ſhall be Tithes in your Way. 
 SAYGRACE\'|Enters.] + 4 
You ſhall prevail, I would break off in the middle of 
a Sermon to do you a Pleaſure. | | 
1 MAS KME LI. | | 
You could not do me a greater,---except---the Buſineſs 
in Hand----Have you provided a Habit for Me/lefont ? 
| SAYGRACE. 7 OS 
I have, they are ready in my Chamber, together with 
a clean ftarch'd Band and Cuffs, = 9M 
1 ASX. 
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MASKWELL, 

"Good, let them be carry d to him, ---have you ſtitch'd 
the Gown Sleeve, that he may be Puzzled, and *. 
time in putting it on? | 

SAYGRACE. 
I have; the Gown will not be indued without Fer. 


plexiy, 
' MASKWELL. 
Meet me in half an Hour, here in your own Chamber. 
When Cynthia comes, let there be no Light, and do not 
ſpeak, that ſhe may not diſtinguiſh you from Me/lefont, 
Til urge haſte, to excuſe your Silence. 
SAYGRAC E. 
You have no more Commands? 
MASKWEL Z. 
None, your Text is ſhort. 
SAYGRACE. 
Bat pithy, and I will handle it with Diſcretion. 
2555 MASK ELI. 
It will be the firſt you have fo ſerv'd. 


8 C E NE AI. 
| Lord ToucnwoodD, MasxWIIX. 


Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
8 URE I was born to be controlled by thoſe I ſhould 
command: My very Slayes will ſhortly give me Rules 


how 1 ſhall govern them. 
MASKWELL. 


Jam concern d to ſee your Lordſhip diſcompos d. 
| Lord 


3 f 
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Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
| Have you ſeen my Wiſe lately, or diſblig 4 her? 
MASK VI. I. 
No, my Lord. What can this mean ! 77 
| Lord TOUCHWwOOD. 
Then M-/lefont has urg'd ſome Body to incenſe her--- 


Something ſhe has heard of you which carries her beyond 
the Bounds of Patience. | 2 
5 This I -fear'd. Lal. J- Did not your Lordihip tell | 
| her of the Honours you deſigr'd me? 
| Lord 7 O0 H O OD. 
. 1 es. | | 


nt ASKWELL. | 
© | hs Gaby 25 my Lady has a high Spit ths 
thinks I am unworthy, 
LodSOUCHWOOD. 
Unworthy ! Tis an ignorant Pride in her to think ſo 
— Honeſty tc to me is true Nobility, However, tis my 
Will it ſhall be ſo, and that mend be convincing to her 
as much as Reaſon— By Heav'n, I'll not be Wife-ride 
den; were it poſſihle, it ſhou'd be done this Night. 
MASKWELL. | — 
By Heav'nhe meets my Wiſhes, { {{de.]---Few Thing! 
are impoſſible to willing Minds. 
| Lord TQUCHWHO OD. 
Inſtruet me how this may be done, you ſhall ſee I 


want no Inclination. 
| MASEWELL. 

I had laid a ſmall Deſign for t90-morrow las Love win 
be inventing) which I thought to communicate to your 
Lordſhip——But it may be as well done to-night. 

Lord TOUCHWOOD. | 

Here's Company---Come this way, and tell me, 


SCENE 
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By Heav'n n 8 s Treachery----The Confakion that I 
faw your Father in, my Lady Toathwood's Paſſion, with 
what imperfectly I overheard between my: Lord * we. 
confirm me in my Fears, Where's Mellgfont * 

7 OB 10. 

Here he comes. FEI 


| 01 7 V7 H 14. 

; oh D Mazkwel! tell you any thing of the © Chaplain E 
Chamber? Hs 
MELLEFONST. F 
| No my Dear, will you get _ready---the Things are . 
all in my Chamber; I want nothing but the Habit. y 
CARELESS. | 
You are betray'd, and Maitre is 7 Villain J at M 
ways „ ma 

CY N- NY 
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N 
When o were gone, he ſaid his Mind was H 


and bid me meet him in the Chaplain's Room, pretend- 


ing immediately to follow you, and give you Notice. 
MELLEFONT, Ln 


ts 
CARELESS 


There's Saygrace tripping by with a Bundle under his 
Arm---- He cannot be ignorant that Ma ell means to 
uſe his Chamber; let's follow and examine him. 

MEL LEFO NT. | | 


'Tis loſs of Jus: I] cannot think him falſe. - 


US $A > TS. 
's 15 E N. 1 XVI. 


e * Tet To ES CRY RE 


25 CYNTHIA. 
Y Lord wuling | 
5 Lord TOUCHIWO OD. 


PF 


He has a quick Invention, if this were ſaddenly de- 


6gn'd----Yet he fays he had prepar'd my COR al- 


ready. 
CYNTHIA. 


How's this ! Now I fear indeed. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
Cynthia here! Alone, fair Couſin, and melanchol yr 
CrINTHIS: 


Your Lordſhip was thoughtful. 
Lord TOUCHWO OD. 


My een were on ſerious Bulinels, not worth 


* 
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| CEFNNEFS: 
mee ee dee aer. 
worth Ju - hearing. | 
Lord T OU C HWOOD. 
Treachery concerning me pray be plain. Hark 


What Noiſe! 
MASKWEEL [rvithin.] 
Wir you nor hear me e ; 
Lady 709 RWOOD [within] 
No, Menſter! Traitor! No. | 
C VIH 
My Lady and Mus well!” this may be lucky My 
Lord, let me intreat you to ſtand behind this Skreen, and 
liten ; perhaps this Chanee 
you ne'er could have believ'd 


m my —— 


enn. 
Lady Toucuwood with a Dagger, and MasEKw ELT, | 
3 IA Lan bord Tower wood * F/ n 


3 TOUCHWOOD.. 


ou want but Leiſure to invent freſh Falſhood, and 
ſooth me to a fond Belief of all your Ficione; but 


T will ſtab the Lie that's forming in your Heart, and 
ſave a Sin, in pity to your Soul. 
MASKWEL L. 
Stuike then---Since you will have 8 
lady TOUCHWOOD. 
Ha! A ſteady Villain tothe laſt! 
ASE LI. 
Come, why do you dally with me thus? 
| Lids 


n you Proof of what 
0 


S. SS Gozo = 


oe FY Wy 


— 


Lady TOUCHE 0 OD. 


Thy ſtubborn Temper ſhocks me, and you 1256 ie. 


would this is Cunning: all, and not Courage; no; 
F know thee well: But thou ſhale miſs. thy Aim. 
MAS KEZ. 
Ha, ha, ha. 
Lady TOUCHWOO'D 


Ha! Do you mock my Rage ? then this ſhall puniſh 


your: fond; raſh- Contempt! * Smile! 

LGS 10. firike;- 
And ſuch a Smile as-ſpeaks in AmBiguity ! Ten thouſand 
Meanings lurk in each Corner of tliat various Face. 
Oh! that they were written in thy Heart, that J, with: 
this, migtit lay thee open to my Sight! 
But then twill' be too late to know, 
Thou haſt, thou haft found: the only way to turn my 


Rage; Too well thou know ſt my jealous· Sul edud ne- 


ver bear Uncertainty. Speak then and tell me- Vet 
are you ſilent? Oh; Tam wilder'd' in all Paſons! But 


thus my Anger melts. ¶ Veecps] Here, take this Poniardz. 


for my very Spirits faint, and want Strength to hold it; 
thou has diſarm'd my Soul. [Gives the Dagger. 
Lord'TOUCHAWO'OD. 
Amazement ſhakes-me —-Whiere will this end? 
 _ _MASKWVY EEL. 


Sd, 'tis weil let your wild Pury have a wers 


aud when you have Temper, tell me: 
Lady £OUCH FOOD: 

Now, now, now J am calm, and can hear your- 

 MASKWELL. [Ae] 

Thanks; my Invention; and now T have it for yo]... 
Firſt tell me what urg' d you to this: e For your 
Paſſion broke in ſuch: imperfect Term ns, chat yet I am 
to learn the Cauſe: 


Lady 
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Lady TOUCHW OOD. . 
My Lord himſelf ſurpris' d me with the News, you 


were to marry Cyntbia- That you had own'd your 
Love te him, and his Indulgence would aſſiſt you to at- 


tain your Ends. 
1 TNTH 14. 


Arn, my Lord! + 
Lord TOUGCHWO, O D. 


8 forbear all Reſentments for a while, and let us 
hear the reſt. 
N 4 S K W E * L, 


* grant =7 in Appearance all is true ; 1 ſeem'd 3 | 


ing to my Lord; nay, tranſported with the Bleſling-—. 


But could you think that I, who had been happy in your 


lov'd Embraces, cou'd e'er be fond of an inferior en ? 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. _ . 
1 O Poiſon to my Ears! What do I hear! 
NIC 7 7 & odd ; 
Nay, good m y Lord, forbear Reſentment, let us 


hear it out. | 
| Lord. TOUCHWOOD. 
ves, I will contain, cho* I cou'd burſt. 
 MASKWELL. 
J that had wanton'd in the rich Circle of your World 
of Love, cou'd be confin'd within the puny Province of 
a Girl? No Yet tho? I dote on each laſt Fayour more 


than all the reſt ; tho? I would give a Limb for every 


Look you cheaply throw away on any other Object of 
your Love ; yet fo far I prize your Pleaſures o'er my 
own, that all this ſeeming Plot that I have laid, has been 


to gratify your Tafle, and cheat the World, to Fay a 
faithful. Rogue to you. 

+ bf Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 

If this were true---But how can it be? 

| | Mt A 8 K. 
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MASKWELL. 

J have ſo contriv'd, that Mellefont will preſently, in the 
Chaplain's Habit, wait for Cynthia in your Dreſſing- Room: 
But I have put the Change upon her, that ſhe may be 

other- where employ d — Do you procure her Night- 
Gown, and with your Hoods tied over your Face, meet 
him in her ſtead ; you may go _. privately by the back 
Stairs, and, unperceiv d, there you may propoſe to re- 
inſtate him in his Uncle's Favour, if he'll comply with 
your Defires ; his Caſe is deſperate, and I believe he'll 
yield to any Conditions, — If not, here take this; you 
may employ it better, than in the Heart of one who is 
W when not yours. [Gives the Dagger, 

Lady TOUCAHAWOOD. 

Thou can' deceive every Body, ——Nay, thou haſt 
deceiv'd me ; but 'tis as I would wiſh unn Villain! 
I could a thee 

* MASK VE LI. 

No more- It wants but a few Minutes of the 
time; and Malz 8 Lore will carry him there before 
his Hour. 


Lady TOUCHWOOD. 
1 go, I fly, incom 2 Maxkwell ! 


SCENE XVIII 
sw BU, CYNTHIA, LodToucnwood. 


MASKWELL. 
©, this was a Pinch indeed, my Invention was upon 
the Rack; and made Diſcovery of her laſt Plot: I 
hope Cynthia and my Chaplain will be ready, Plt prepare 


for the — | | 
Vol. I. N ” SCENE 


i 
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s C E N E XX. 
Cru TIIA, aid Loid Towenweye on, 


_ CY'NTH IA. 
N OW, my Lord ? 

Lord TOUCH 00 8 
Aſtonmment binds dp my Rage! Villany upon Vil- 
lany! Heav'ds, What a long Track of dark Deceit us thifs 
diſcbVerd'!*I àm 'confounded whith'T Took back, nd 
want a Clue to puide 'nie threagh the various Mazes of 
uuneafd of Treachery. My Wifel Dummztion f ny Hell! 

"CYNTHIA. 

My Lord, have Patience, and be ſeniſible how) great 

our Happineſs is, thatthis Diſcovery was not made too late. 
Lord TOUCHWO'oD. 

I Khattk you; yet it may be mill too date, if we don't 
preſently prevent the Execution of their Plots: Ha! 
III do't. Where's Melgfant, my pobr "injur'd Nephew, 
How ſhall I take him ample Satisfaction? 

. CYNTH1A. 

1 dare anſwer for him. | 

Lod TOUCHWO 0D. 

1 do him freſh Wrong to'queſtion his Forgiveneſs ; for 
5 2. him to be all Goodneſs, Vet my Wife! Damn 
_ShelFthink to tneet him in that Dreſſing Room: 
— t not ſo? and Maskwell will expect you in the 
Chaplain's Chamber. For once, III add my Plot too, 
—=let us "hafte to find out, and inform my "Nephew 5 
and do you, quickly as 'you can, bring all the Company 
into this Gallery. expoſe — 


Villain. 
5 8 c EN E 


The D QUBLE-DEALBR- 207 


8. CENE XX. 
Lord FRoOTH and Sir. Pau PLYANT. 


Tord FRO TH. ; 
BY Heav'nsI have Wee Age, Sir Paul, what o Clock 
is Ry} Paſt, Ri bt, on my Conſcience: My Lady-g i 18 
the moſt inviting Couch; and a Slumber there, is the 
prettieſt Amuſement! ! But where's all the Company ?--- 
Sir PAUL PLY ANT. 
The Company, gads-bud, I don't know, my Lord; 


but here's the frapget Revolution, all turn d topy-turvy 3 


as I hope for Providence. 
Lord. KE E Q. T H. 


trer ? | fs? 
Q Hear np, whar's the mayer N my Wit | 


All tur d topſy-wruy, as ore. as a Gun. 
Lord FRO 


| TH. 
; How do you mean? my Wie! 
Si PAUL PLYANT. 


The range Before of N ! 


OTH. 
What, my wits = 


Sis PAUL PLYANT. 
No, no, I mean the Family.---Your Lady's Aﬀairs 
may be in a very goed Poſtuze ; I ſaw her go into the 


Garden with Mr. Bris 47 1 
ROTH. 


How? where? When 2 * to do? 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 


I ſuppoſe they * been * theix Heads t together, 
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Lord FROTH. 


wr 
| Sir PHUL PL YANT. 
Nay, only: above Poetry, I ſuppoſe, w7 Lord; mak- 


ing Couplets. | 
Led FR OTH... 
| Couples 1 
Sir PAUL PEYANT 
0, here they come. 


| —— Wy, -_ SY QE Ape = IND > — => \ , _ JM Vs 
— SN f 2 IN a > LF” Ho £51 —\ — = \\# - 
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5 C E N XXI. 
[Totem ] IF AoA 5 12. 


BRISK.” 7 
M Y Lord, your humble Servant ; Sir Paul, yours, --- | 
the fineſt Night! 
I lady FRO T H. | 
My Dear, Mr. Brisk and 1 have been Star-gazing, * 
don't know how long. x Sorta 
Sir PAUL PLYANT. 
Does it not tire your Ladyſhip? are not you weary 
with looking up? 
Lady FROT E. | 
Ob, no, I love it violently-----My dear, you're. me- 
laccholy. 
Lord FR O TH. i 
No, my a Pm but juſt awake. 
Lady FROTH. 
Snuff ſome of my Spirit of Hartshorn. 
| Lord FR OT H. 5 
Tre ſome of * own, thank you, my Dear. 
| . Lady 
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Well, I fear, Mr, Brick, you underſtood —_— 
llke an old Egyptian. 
BRISK. 


Not comparably to your Fe gow are the very | 


Gaibla of the eg, 
F O TH. 
That's becaufe I have no Light, but what's by Reflec- 
tion from you, who are the EIT 


Madam, you have Spe me quite, let me periſh, 
l can't anſwer that, 
Lady FROTH. 


No matter, ---Hark ye, ſhall you « and I make an Al- 
0 ether? 
manack togethi 8 
With all my Soul---Your Ladyſhip has made me the 
Mag in't already, I'm ſo full of the Wounds v * 


have given. 
Lady FRO TH. 
O finely taken! Tone now you are even with me, . 


O Fang | you: 85 an wins $778 Wit. 
So he has, Gelbe. and ſo has your Ladyſhip. 


SCENE XXII. 


ene PLYANT, CARELESS, CYNTHIA. 


Lady PLYANT. 
Yo. 27 me mo bring jthirgs ; bleſs me, who 
de 


ver truſt a Man? O my Heart akes for 


fear they ' ould be all deceitful alike. 
N 3 | CA RE- 


270 The DouBIL E DEAL ER. 


jj RELIED 
You need not fear, Madam ; you have Charms to fix 


Incoaſlancy itſelf, 
L - PLY 4 NT. 


O dear, you make me bluſh. _ 
- Lord FROTH. 


Come, my Dear, ſhall we take leave of my Lord and 


Lady? 
7 CYNTHIA. 
- They'll wait upon your Lordſhip preſently | 
Lady FROT H 
Mr. Nut, my Coach ſhall ſet you down. 
: 4 L L. i 1 
What ks Matter 


(4 20 Shriek pins the Corner 7. tbe 1 | 


A N J, 


S e 2 
1 c E N E XXIII. ; 


[To = Lad Tovcuwoop runs out affrighted, my 
Lord I her, like a . 5 


1 Lady TOUCHWOOD... a 
FEAR? Davy me, help me! . 
Word ange 
Now, what Evaſion, Strumpet? + 
oh - Lady TOUCHWOOD. | 
stand of, let me go. OS] 
Lord TOUCH. WOOD. 
| Go, and thy own Infamy purſue thee. vou 
flare as you were all amazed, el don” t wonder at it, 
but too ſoon you'll know mine and that Woman's 


3 
* 1 


Shame. 
| 3 


i A 
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SCENE , L. 
tas Totentons, Lord Faors, Lady Faoru, Lady 


PLyYanT, Sir Paul PLYanT, CynTaia, Mai- 
LEFONT,.MASKWELL ; MELLEFONT difguts'd in 


1 Fe Habit ng pulling in MasxwELL, 


58 MELLEFONT. 


N. by Heav'n you ſhall be ſeen. — Careſs, your 
Hand:---Do you hold down your Head? Yes, I 


am your Chaplain : look in the Face of your = | 


Friend, thou Wonder of all Falſhood. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 


Are you filent, Monſter ? 
MELLEFONT. 


Good Heav'ns! How I believ'd and lov'd this Man 

Take him hence for he's a Diſeaſe to my Sight. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Secure that manifold Villain. [Servants ſeize him, 
CARELESS. 


Miracle of Ingratitude ! 25 
3+ F RISE 


Ibis i is all very ſurprißag, let me bern. 
Lady FRO TH. 


You know I told you Saturn look'd a little more an- 


g'y than uſual. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 


We'll think of Puniſhment at Leiſure, bat let me haſ- 
ten to do Juſtice, in rewarding Virtue and wrong'd Inno - 
cence. Nephew, I hope T "Ou your Pardon, 


and Cynthia's, 
1 ME LLC. 


1 
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MELLEFONT. 
Lord TOUCHWOOD. 
And be each ather's Comfort ;----Let me join your 
Hands:----Unwearicd Nights, and wiſhing Days attend 
you both ; mutual Love, laſting Health and circling Joys, 


— Fa : 


tread round each happy Year of your Long Lives. 


Let ſecret Fillany from bones be warn'd, 

Howe'er in private Miſchzefs are concai >, 

Torture and Shame attend their open Birth ; 

Like Vipers in the Womb, baſe Treachery lies, 

Sei] graauing that, auhrnce firſt it did grife 5 { 
No faancr bore — dir 


7 


] EPILOG UE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Om 


C O U'D Poets but foreſee how \ Plays on 4 tale, 
Then they cou d tell what Epilegues to mate; 
I beiber to thank or blame their Audience moſt : | 
; But that late Knowledge does much Hazard cot : c 
Jil Dice are thrawn, there's nothing won, nor leſt. 
So till the Thief has flolÞn, he cannot know a 
Whether he ſhall eſcape the Law, or no. 
But Poets run much greater Hazards far, 
Than they who fland their Trials at the Bar; 
The Law provides a Curb for its oum Fury, 
And ſuffers Fudges to direct the Jury. 
But in this Court, what Diff rence does appear 
For every one's both Fudge and Fury here; c 
Nay, and what's worſe, an Executioner. 
All have a Right and Title to ſome Part, 
Each chooſing that in which he has moſt Art. 
The dreadful Men of Learning all confound, 
Unleſs the Fable's good, and Moral ſound. 
The Vizor-Masks that are in Pit and Gallery, 


Approve, or damn, the Repartee and Rallery. RY 


$7 „ 


BÞPL 0 


Enquire if Chara&ers are 7 N 
If the ſoft Things are penn'd and ſpoke wk Grace : 
' They judge of Aion too, and Time, and Place; 
In which we do not doubt but theyre diſcerning, 
For that's à kind of Aſſignation Learning. 

Beaus judge of Dreſs ; the Witlings judge of. Songs ; 
The Cuckoldom, of Ancient Right, to Cits belongs. 
Poor Poets thus the Favour are deny d, | 
Even to make Exceptions when they're, Try d. 

*Trs hard that they mut ei one admit. | ! 


Hethinis I ſee. ſome Faces in the Pit, 

Which muſi of Conſequence be Foes io Wit. 

You who can judge, to Sentence may proceed 
But tho he cannot Write, let him be freed 

Mt leaft from their * who cannot Read. 


The End of the ZOE Volume. 
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